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PREFATORY NOTE TO THE 

third edition 


A WORD ABOUT RHONA BOSWELL AND 
SINFI LOVELL 

ONi: of my most generous critics has said of 
.<Thc Coming of Love” that, “although published 
earlier than ‘ Ayhvin,* it is a sequel to the novel” 
And a sequel it is; so far. at least, as an 
In^porunt character in “Aylwin” .s concerned 
— Rhona Boswell — though between Aylvsin 
and “The .Coming of Love” another story- 

intervenes. . , n 

About Rhono. and about Smf. Lovoll, too 

I to,o ,ecoi.oa many lottery of iuqoity-t.od 

lotten from entire strangora, trhich nothing but 



^JiEFATORV troTR 

pisure ovenvhelming 

ans^vering fulirand^^'’ Prevented me 
fully. ^ answenng most grate- 

•A, cs}} f* 

L* TanT” 

Slip of . °PP‘>«anity thaat I must 

"'"enng these kind friends. 

I have said that 

Poswell-s story ’“'^Sards Rhona 

of Love” is a 

|°ver, Percy Aylw,^, ‘o Rhona’s 

there iranydr"'^"‘°°' 

hero of the novel, bT' 

Aylrvin, the hero „ .''°"^°""'fed with 

"ho^s how difficult it is r " only 

'^h'= fact is that th 

^-h"so„iyasitdoes,;rc:;^^^^^ 

IS elemental 
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and uRchangeabje in Man — is of fo cnlird)- {xaetic 
a nature tlint I began to write it in vcrMs. After 
a while, however, I found that a story of so 
many incidents and complications as the one 
that was growing under my hand could only be 
told in prose. This was before 1 bad WTitten 
a.’jy prose at all — ye.s, it is so long ago as that 
And when, afterwards, I began to write criticism, 

I had (for certain reasons — important then, but 
of no importance now) abandoned the idea of 
ofTering the novel to the outside public at all. 
Among my friends it had been widely read, both 
in manuscript and in type. 

Now and then I used to draw upon the manu- 
script for favourite tit-bits of description, etc., 
to decorate an essay. Certain parts of “The 
Coming of Love” were written about the same 
time. The two Ayhrins, Henr>' and Percy, were 
then very distinct in my own mind ; they are very 
distinct now. And I confess that the possibility 
of their being confounded with each other had 
never occurred to me. A certain similarity 
between the two there must needs be, seeing 
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that the blood of the same Romany ancestress, 
Fenella Stanley, flows in the veins of both. I 
say there must needs be this similarity, because 
the ancestress was Romany. For, without start- 
ing the inquiry here as to whether or not the 
Romanies as a race are superior or inferior to all or 
any of the great European races among which they 
move, I will venture to affirm that in the Romanics 
the mysterious energy which the evolutionists 
call “ the prepotency of transmission” in races, is 
specially strong — so strong, indeed, that evidences 
of Romany blood in a family may be traced down 
for several generations. It is inevitable, there- 
fore, that in each of the descendants of Feneiia 
Stanley, the form taken by the love-passion' 
should show itself in kindred ways. But the 
reader who will give a careful study to the 
characters of Henry and Percy Aylwin, vrill come 
to the conclusion, I think, that the similarity 
between the two is observable in one aspect of 
their characters only. The intensity of the love- 
passion in each assumes a spiritualising and 
mystical form — akin to nothing so much as 



7V TITF. T/m'F KOrr/OX jIm 

to ilic n'.yjUc tvcraity-'-orshsp of Sufi'-n?, oistch 
teadiyi tr.st, deeper iV.an 'IV.rtatus, '..ttonpef than 
DiStir.y and Deailt, ilsi,* pre.-a iKMrt of Natute K 
Ix'aUng to the tunc of nnivrr'al love and hc.itily. 
But vrids rtyard to Romany wonu'n, Henry 
Aylrdn's fcclinp towards lh;-ni u-.is tin; very oppo- 
site of Percy's. When, in .sjv^nidnp of George 
Borrorr .tome years .ago, I ni.adc tlte remark that 
between Englishmen of a ccrl.ain type .and gypsy 
women there is .nn extraordinary plsysical nttrac- 
tion~an attraction which did not exist between 
Borrow and the gypsy women with whom he was 
brought into .contact — I was tliinking specially 
of the character depicted here under tlic name of 
Percy Aylwin. .And I asked then the question — 
Supposing Borrow to have been physically drawn 
with much power towards any woman, could she 
possibly have been Romany? Would she not 
T.ather have been of the Scandinavian type? — 
would she not have been what he used to 
call a “Brynhild”? From many conversations 
with him on this subject, I think she would have 
been a tall i/otide, of the ty'pe of Isopel Berners — 
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who, by-the-by, was much more a portrait of a 
splendid East-Anglian road-girl than is generalll 
imagined. And I think, besides, that Borrow s 
sympathy with the Anglo-Saxon type may account 
for the fact that, notwithstanding his love 
of the free and easy economies of life among 
the better class of Gryengroes, his gypsy 
women are all what have been called “scenic 
characters." 

When he comes to delineate a heroine, she is 
the superb Isopel Berners — that is to say, she is 
physically (and indeed mentally, too), the very 
opposite of the Romany cki. It was here, as I 
happen to know, that Borrow’s sympathies were 
with Henry Aylwin far more than with Percy 
Aylwin. 

The type of the Romany chi, though very 
delightful to Henry Aylwin as regards companion- 
ship, had no physical attractions for him, otherwise . 
the witchery of the ^1 here called Rhona Boswell, 
whom he knew , as a child long before Percy 
Aylwin knew her, must surely have eclipsed such 
charms as Winifred Wynne or any other winsome 



TO nrf. TMffti* T'Prr/o.y *■* 

“Ccrgic'" co«M On she other Iviiid, it 

wcala, I believe, iiivc Ix-en irnpo.'ihle for rttoj' 
Aylvln to be brcnijtht rJo-oly ntuJ long in cun- 
tact rdth a Koriiany f,iti iiho fjinfi l-0',t‘ls and 
remain •antouched by tbove tini’juc physical 
attractions of 'hot— attractions tliat made her 
tiniversally admired by the best judges of female 
l>eauty as being the most splendid •‘facc-moder’ 
of her time, and as being in fonn the grandest 
aroman ever seen in the studios — attractions that 
upon Henry Aylwin seem to have made almost 
no impression. 

Tlicrc is no nccouiUing for this, as there is 
no accounting for anything connected with the 
mysterious witchery of sex. And again, the strong 
inscrutable way in which some gypsy girls arc 
drawn tow.ards a “Tarno Rye" (as a young 
English gentleman is called), is quite ine-xplicablc. 
Some have thought — and Borrow was one of 
them — that it may arise from that infirmity of 
the Romany Chal which causes the girls to 
“take their own part” without appealing to 
their men-companions for aid — that lack of 
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masculine chivalry among the men of their own 
race. 

IT 

THE HUMOUR OF THE ROMANY CHI 

And now for a word or two upon a matter in 
connection with “Aylwin” and “The Coming of 
Love” which interests me more deeply. Some 
of those who have been specially attracted towards 
Sinfi Lovell have had misgivings, I find, as to 
whether she is not an idealisation, an impossible 
Romany chi., and some of those who have been 
specially attracted towards Rhona Boswell have 
had the same misgivings as to her. 

The Timer, m ahlnffiy notice oi '•'The Coming 
of I.ove,” said that the sort of gypsies here 
depicted are a very interesting people — “unless 
the author has flattered them unduly.” 

Those who best know the women of the 
gypsies will be the first to aver that 1 have not 
“flattered them unduly,” , 

One of the great racial specialities of the 
Romany is the superiority of the women to 



TO Till r/r/A'i* r:'rnox 

ihc men- Fot h « not sneu-Jy iS'. 
in in cotmn.iml ovtT in 

compatnuve hrtadUi of view iXv: (‘Sofpso 

wojid ihra the Renwny womm (in (Ijcai Jiritain, 
at least) leave the men far b.-hinil. In ever/. 
thir>'4 that to make nobility of chamcier 

this superiority is equally noticeable. To ittuurine 
a pvpsy hero ir., T will confe.ss rather diftkuh. 
Not that the average male gypsy is vrithout a 
certain amount of courage, but it soon gives 
tvay, and, in a conflict between a gypsy and an 
Englishman, it always seems as though ages of 
oppression have damped the virility of Romany 
stamina. 

Although some of our most notable prive- 
fighters have been used to be well 

known, in times when the ring was fashionable, 
that a gypsy could not always be relied upon 
to “ take punishment ” with the stolid indifference 
of an Englishman or a negro, partly, perhaps, 
because his more highly-strung nervous system 
makes him more sensitive to pain. 

The courage of a gypsy woman, on the other 
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the me ’ " "“P^^ority of the women to 

a race are n! ’ 

however. "nTn T 

oxcepted) whe " ^'°oo 

-"I! 

»». .„d „o i- i» .ho 

“'Si- Thoso ho” ’'" ’■'’° 

•hi.h“mr;.^“" 

:-p..ho.ho.::.:r::4t^ 

™«» .ha, ol^r «Se,!’',e'r°,o ' t 

- r;„:r.:rr r™- " "”• 

Wty among ,ho 1 

*"»“• Bui among .gg " *" *““8 Ihe 

have mbmiUoui 

h’gher qualities. * * o'" ‘he 

^ question that has been ' 

been most frequently 



TO Tf’K jp.DfrioN ii% 

me in connection with tny two 
hcjtitnei luis i>£cn — ilavc hTP'*)* gifk rcaiiy tiic 
and the hiimorou*: charm tiiat you attri- 
bute to thi-nj? ^^y answer to this question 
shall be a quotation from Mr Grootne's dclifjhtful 
booJc, “Gyjrsy Folh-'lalcs,'’ just publislied. 

Sp.ail:ing of Ujc Romany •■/:rs incomirarablc 
piquanc)‘, be says ; 


“ 1 have known a gypsy girl dash off what 
svas almost a folk-talc impromptu. She had 
been to n pic-nic in a four-in-hand with ‘a 
lot o' real ti{>-top genlrj' ’ ; and ‘ Rcia,’ she 
said to me afterwards, ‘ I ’ll tell you the 
comicalest thing as ever was. We’d pulled 
up, to put the brake on ; and there was a pftro 
hoichhuitchi (old hedgehog) come and looked 
at us through the hedge ; looked at me hard. 
I could see he 'd his eye upon me. And home 
he ’d go, that old hedgehog, to his wife, and 
“ Missus,” he 'd say, “ what d’ ye think ? I 
seen a little gypsy gal just now in a coach 
and four horses ” ; and “ Ddbla 1 ” she 'd say, 
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'' saivMimni 'as vardi hcndw" (“Bless us! 
everyone now keeps a carriage”).’” 

Now, without saying that this’ impromptu folk- 
lorist was Rhona Boswell, I will at least aver, 
without fear of contradiction from Mr Groome, 
that it might well have been she. 

Although there is as great a difference between 
one Romany chi and another, as between one 
English girl and another, there is a strange and 
fascinating kinship between the humour of all 
gypsy girls. 

No three girls could possibly be more unlike 
than Sinfi Lovell, Rhona Boswell, and the girl of , 
whom Mr Groome gives his anecdote; and yet 
there is a similarity between the fanciful humour 
of them all. 

The humour of Rhona Boswell must speak for 
itself in these pages — ^where, however, the passion- 
cate and tragic side of her character and her story 
dominates everything. But I cannot resist the 
temptation of giving an example of Sinfi Lovell’s 
humour, and of her power of dramatic narrative! 



TO 7V/£ T/r/A'/J HDATJOK ja5 

It is recorded liial years after the events told 
in ‘"AyUvin,” a Gorgio friend of Sinfi IxjveU's 
was crossing Snowdon with her from Cnpcl 
Curig, and they stopped to observe the same 
sunrise effects which are described in “Aylwin.” 
The splendours made the friend very voluble, 
while Sinfi remained silent. At last he said, 
“You don’t seem to enjoy it a bit, Sinfi.” 

The slightest of smiles broke over her face 
as she said, “ Don't injiy it, don’t I ? You 
injiy talkin’ about it I injiy letting it soak 
in.” 

. On another occasion the same friend got 
Uct to talk about Rutstcotc Manor and D’Atcy. 
He did so with great difficulty, however, for, 
underlying all her humour, there was, he thought, 
a sadness bespeaking a heart which, though not 
broken, tvas sorely bruised. 

“Well,” said\ Sinfi at last, “there ain’t much 
to tell about that. It ’s alius a quiet life down 
there. - Mr D’Arcy ’s lively enough sometimes ; 
but sometimes he has the blues awful, and lays 
rollin’ on the great brown holland sofy in the 


c 
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studio, a-pickin’ his nails an’ a-1ookin’ at nothink. 
But that ain’t so very often ; and he is a nice 
man, an’ everybody likes him. There’s on’y one 
’musin’ party dovfn there, an’ that’s a kind o’ 
housekeeper, a born nataral ; they calls her 
Mrs TiUving.” 

Sinfi then began to tell the friend some racy 
anecdotes about IJ’Arcy’s housekeeper, from which 
it appeared that the painter, after Sinfi had been 
the means of restoring Winifred Wynne to health, 
had insisted on the gypsy’s being elevated from 
the position of model to that of a friend and 
an equal. This had been somewhat resented in 
the kitchen, and the kind of humorous good 
sense that was Sinfi’s characteristic had enabled 
her to see that the resentment was but natural 
under the circumstances. 

“You see,” said Sinfi, “whenever I went 
down to Hurstcote hlanor before, the sarvents 
alius used to call me the gypsy model, and you 
must know that all English Gorgios, whether 
gentlefolks or sarvents, is alius much more 
ingorant than the Welsh Gorgios, and they look 
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do’.vn on i!s Romanics in a way as ailus makes 
me laugh."’ 

The Gorgio friend said, in mock rcpro.acliful- 
ncss: “You forget for the moment your good 
breeding, Sinfi ; I am an English Gorgio.” 

“ I mean Gorgio sarvents, in course,” said Sinfi, 
with ready tact. “ It ain’t perlite to .say Gorgio 
at all to a Gorgio. Toffs is the word when you’re 
talkin’ o’ gentlefolk. Howsomedever, what witli 
my dukkurin’ an’ what with my singin’ an’ playin’ 
on die erwth, Mr D’Arcy’s sarvents used to like 
to get me in the satwents’ hall, an’ used to look 
forrud to my goin' to Hurstcote. Rut now, when 
Jfr D''Arcy would keep on treatin' me like a 
real rawnee, in course it put their noses out o’ 
jint, an’ this used to ’muse me. I used to say 
to the butler, ‘That nose o' yourn has got a 
twist lately, Mr Slater. You don’t look quite 
so straight along it as you used to; what’s the 
matter with it now? Is it ’coz Mr D’Arcy will 
make a rawnee on me? Now, you knows very 
well,’ I sez, ‘that I don’t want to be made a 
rawnee on. There ain’t a Gorgio lady in die 
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land,' sez I, is fii lo iiold catictlc lo 
Romany rawnce and a duke's ckavi,* I se/. ‘ 

Gorgios is ail mumply uhen sel by ibe side 
a Romany.”' 

“ I*ady Sinfi ! ” the friend exclaimed, in a still 
more reproachful tone. 

"Of course, when I said that,” exclaimed 
Sinfi, “ 1 hadn't seen much of nice, kind Gorgies. 
Well, this used to make the butler laugh an’ seem 
half ashamed of hisself, an’ he used to say, ‘It’s 
all right, my gal ; us sarvents alius liked you, Sinfi ; 
and though it h a bit queer to see you a-settin’ douTi 
at table with the guvemor and the lady-model, this 
is Topsy-Tun-cy Hall, you know ; that’s what we 
calls it, an’ it’s a lark to see you three a-settin’ 
there, an’ it makes a little fun in this dull place. 
At first we did jib at it a bit, but now we’re 
got used to it we like it; but it’s that bloomin’ 
Mrs Titwing as has got her back, set up about 
it, an’ she’s alius a-talkin’ to me and the cook 
an’ all of us about the insult to us of Mr D’Arcy’s 
goin's-on; and if it is insultin’ for you to be 
a-setdn’ there, sar\-ents are very thin-skinned 
about bein’ insulted, you know.’ 
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“Thai’s what he sea. The housekeeper, you 
must know, is a sort o' stuck-up, gray -eyed, 
bom naiaral, as ain't got all her buttons. Afore 
I got there she used to be aJlus a-taikin' about 
tlie difiercnce atween her as is a lady an' the 
sarvents, an’ about her bein’ nearer to the parlour 
folk than the sarvents’ hall. Well, this 'ere bom 
nataral, Mrs Titwing, bein’ a Christian rawnee, 
used to think that the more she hated tlie 

heathen g)'psies, as she called us, the more 

she tvur n-sayin’ her prayers; an’ tliis made 
her be so friendly all at wonst with the 

sarvents, an’ egg ’em on to set up a kind of a 

scrimmage agin’ me, though they done it in a 
kind o’ half-hearted way, as I sec’d. So one day 
I told Mr D'Arcy about it, and I sez to him, 
‘Jist to make peace with the born nataral, 
who’s very ingorant and don’t know no better, 

I think I had better have my vittles in the 
sarvents’ hall as I used to; it don’t make no 
difference to me. If a bom nataral, as is a 
mumply Gorgio to boot, looks down on me, J 
looks down on all born natarals, and all Gorgios 
too — if they’re mumply.’ 
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“But Mr D’Aiqf jumps off his paintin'-stool 
and bt-gins to swear an’ bawl out, till he makes 
the room ring agin, an’ he sez, ' Bull tlmt 'ere 
bell, Sinfi,’ an' I docs, an’ in comes one o’ the 
sars’cnts, an’ Mr D’Arcy sc/, ‘Send that — that 
Mrs Titwing here, an’ then go an’ tell all the 
sara'ents to come up ; 1 wants to speak to ’em.’ 

An’ up comes the born nataral, lookin’ about 
the eyes as if she’d jist been a-peclin’ ingins. 
An’ when Mr D’Arcy claps eyes on her, he 
sea, ‘A nice kind of a Christian woman you 
are! 1 suppose you think the more you spit 
in the face of tire heathen gypsy, as you call 
my friend Sinfi, the mote you show your love 
for the Lord Jesus. But look you here, Mrs 
Tilwing, the I.ord Jesus, when you get to them 
Golden Gates o’ Heaven as you ore very anxious 
to get thro’, He’ll say, “What do you want here, 
Mrs Titwing? It’s the other gates across the, 
way as opens for such as you. It ain’t me as 
you takes arter, Mrs Titwing; it’s the gent over 
the way,” and then the potter o’ them golden gates 
he’ll jist give you a gentle kick, an’ say, "Out you 
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goes, Mrs Ttivviiig, out you gO'^s." An' presto! 
you’ll find yourself behind them other gate; ns 
belongs to the other party, where all the con- 
gregation of la'ttlc Bethel of Ilunitcote village is 
waitin’ for you.’ And when .all the other sarvents 
comes in, ^^r D’Arcy he makes them stand in a 
row afore liim ; and then l)e pints to me and sea, 
‘You see tli.at Romany c/::?’ 

"See what, Sinfi?” asked the friend. 

"Well, of course, he didn’t say Romany c/ii, 
he -said — ‘You see Sinfi — suppose Uiat she’d 
done any one on you a great sarvice, and brought 
herself to death’s door a-doin’ on it. Suppose 
she saved you from bein’ burnt in your bed.s, say, 
or drownded in the weir, say, should you feel 
friendly-like towards that gypsy model, or un- 
friendly ? ’ And they all sez at wonst, ‘ In course, 
sir, we should feel friendly-likc, and veo' friendly- 
like.’ ‘Well,’ sez Mr D’Arcy, ‘Sinfi Lovell has 
done »ie, an’ a dear friend o’ mine, a great sarvice 
at the risk of her own life, she has. And the 
doctor tells me that it will do her good to be 
nussed up in the parlour, an’ have her meals along 



A'OT/i 

wZd >■“ ‘'""t “f "10 if I larnrf 

• »d ™d ,a,d. ..No, 

i l»y n,„dd..J. TI,o„ ,1,0 p,„l„„,.,„oid ,ta 

Cioinion lady I,” 

- bo, p^yja 

each other’ Th i’ ° People .agin 

the . ‘o Laugh an’ 

bom natural began to cry • and the ^ ' 
end of the row.” ^ ^ 

But I think enough has here been said to t 
how nchly endowed are the R„„. ^how 

humour. Romany girfs ,vith 
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Since the appearance of this voi 
been a great deal of acute and 1 T' 

to the identity of that . ^‘scussion 

Shakspeare, to whom so mLy^f 

ttre addressed. But everything that h^ bTen 
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said tipDn the subject seem^ to fortify me in 
the opinion that “no critic has been able to 
identify ’’ that friend. Southampton scem.s at first 
to fit into the sacred place; so doe.s Pembroke 
stt first. But, after a while, true and unbiassed 
cn'tici.sm rejects tliem both. I therefore feel 
more than ever justified in “ imagining the friend 
for myself.” And this, at least, I know, that to 
have been the friend of Shakspeare, a man 
must needs have been a lover of nature; — he 
must have been a lover of England, too. And 
upon these two points, and upon anotlicr — the 
movement of a soul dominated by friendship 
as a p.assion — I have tried to show Shakspearc’s 
probable influence upon his "friend of friends." 
It would have been a mistake, however, to cast 
the sonnets in the same metrical mould as 
Shakspeare’s. 

T. W.-D. 


Christmas 189S. 



PREFATORY NOTE TO FIRST 
AND SECOND EDITIONS 

Had it not been for the inler\-cnlion of matters 
of a peculiarly absorbing kind — matters which 
caused me to delay the task of collecting these 
verses — I should have been tJie most fa^•oured 
man who ever brought out a volume of poems, 
for they would have been printed by William 
Morris, at the Kelmscott Press. As that pro- 
jected edition of his was largely subscribed for, 
a word of explanation to the subscribers is, I 
am told, required from me. Among the friends 
who saw much of that great poet and beloved 
man during the last year of his life, there was 
one who \yould not and could not believe that 
he would die — myself. 'To mo he seemed human 
vitality concentrated to a point of quenchless 
light; arid when the appalling truth that he must 
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die did at last strike through me, I had no heart 
and no patience to think about anything in con- 
nection vrith him but the loss that was to come 
upon us. And, now, whatsoever pleasure I may 
feel at seeing my verses in one of Mr Lane’s 
inviting little volumes will be dimmed and marred 
by the thought that Morris’s name also might 
have been, and is not, on the imprint. 

With regard to the two chief poems in the 
volume, perhaps I ought to offer an explanatory 
word or two. The gypsies depicted in “The 
Coming of Love” belong to a peculiar, class, the 
East Anghan and East Midland horse-dealers 
from Wales. At horse fairs no dealers are so 
clever as they in seeing the points of a horse, 
buying him at the lowest price possible, and 
selling him at the highest. Hence they are often 
as prosperous as the mongrel vagabonds and 
London tramps, classed as “gypsies” by such 
writers as the late well-intentioned George Smith 
of Coalville, are squalid. 

With regard to “Christmas at the Mermaid,” 
such liberties as I may, here and there, have 



t?J:cn '’'iih the hs^toty of ?!)c JsCTbcstj j^rioci, 
arc not such, 1 hope, as vvi5i sex ibc r..ud(.ni. 
Ana as concerns the mystericnis fricna of Shak- 
$y>i:arx‘, to vrliorn ro many of hLs sonnets tverc 
addressed, I consider that no critic lias been 
able to idenliry him, and that 1 am entitled to 
imagine that friend for myself. 

T. \V.-D. 
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THE COMING OF LOVE 

RHONA BOSWELL’S STORY 

Part I 

PERCY BEFORE THE COMING OF LOVE 
I 

A STARRY NIGHT AT SEA 

If heaven’s bright halls arc vcr>' far from sea, 

I dread a pang the angels could not 'suage : 
The imprisoned seabird knows, and only he, 

S 

How drear, how dark, may be the proudest 
cage. 

Outside the bars he sees a prison still : 

The self-same wood or mead or silver stream 
That lends the captive lark a jo3’ous thrill 
Is landscape in the seabird's prison-dream. 

So might I pine on yonder stany floor 
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BEFORE THE COMING 
For sea-wind, deaf to all the singing spheres; 
Billows like these, that never knew a shore, 
Might mock mine eyes and tease my hungry 
cars ; 

No scent of amaranth, moly, or asphodel. 

In lands that bloom above yon glittering 
vault, 

Could soothe me if I lost this briny smell, 

This living breath of Ocean, sharp and salt. 


II 

NATURE'S FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 
{A mcrr.ir.s off Guernsey uilh a Frieud.) 

As if the Spring's fresh groves should change 
and shake 

To dork green rvoods ok Orient terebinth 
Then brenk to bloon, ol Engtag.. by.cinrt, 
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So ’neath us change the waves, rising to take 
Each kiss of colour from each cloud and flake 
Round many a rocky hall and lab3Tinth, 
Wlicre sca-wrought column, arcli, and granite 
plinth, 

Show how the sea's fine rage dares make and 
break. 

Young with the youth the sea’s embrace can 
lend. 

Our glowing limbs, with sun and brine 
empearlcd, 

Seem bom anew, and in your eyes, dear friend. 
Rare pictures shine, like fairy flags unfurled, 

Of child-laud, where the roofs of rainbows 
bend 

Over the magic wonders of the world. 
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III 

THE UVNGUAGE OF KATURE’S FRAGRAN'CY 
(Jhi Tirir.g-non in lie Ecehs.) 

These are the “ Coloured Caves ” the sea-maid 
built ; 

Her walls are stained beyond that lonely fem, 
For she must fly at every tide’s return, 

And all her sea-tints round the walls arc 

< 

spilt. 

Outside behold the bay, each headland gilt 
With morning’s gold ; far off the foam- 
wreaths bum 

Like fiery snakes, while here the sweet waves 
yearn 

Up sand more soft than Avon’s sacred silt. 
And smell the sea! no breath of wood o 
field, 

From lips of may or rose or eglantine, 
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Comes with the langtjagc of a breath benign, 
Shuts the dark room where glimmers Fate 
revealed, 

Calms the vext spirit, balms a sorrow 
unhealed, 

Like scent of seaweed rich of morn and brine. 


IV 

MALIGNA 

(Percy sailing nuith a friend past the Casket Ligfitkouse.') 
Amid the Channel’s wiles and deep decoys, 
Wliere yonder Beacons watch the siren-sea, 

A girl was reared who knew nor flower nor 
tree 

Nor breath of grass at dawn, yet had high 


joys: 



s 


BEPOIiE TUB COMING 


The moving lawns whose verdure never cloys 
Were hers. At last slic sailed to Alderney, 

But there she pined. “Tlic bustling world,’ 
said she, 

“ Is all too full of trouble, full of noise.” 

The storm-child, fainting for her home, the 
storm, 

Had winds for sponsor — one proud rock for 
nurse, 

Whose granite arms, through countless years, 
disperse 

All billowy squadrons tide and wind can form : 
The cold bright sea was hers for universe 
Till o’er the waves Love flew and fanned them 
warm. 

But Love brings Fear with eyes of augury : 

Her lover’s boat was out; her ears were 
dinned 
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With sea-sobs warning of the awakened wind 
Tiiat shook the troubled sun’s red canop}’. 
Even while she prayed the storm's high rcvclty 
Woke petrel, gull — all revellers winged and 
finned — 

And clutched a sail brown-patched and weather- 
thinned, 

And then a swimmer fought a white, wild sea, 

" My songs are louder, child, than prayers of 
thine," 

The Mother sang. " Thy sea-hoy waged nostrife 
With Hatred's poison, gangrened Envy’s 
knife— 

With me he strove, in deadly sport divine. 

Who lend to men, to gods, an hour of life. 

Then give them sleep within these arms of 
mine 1 ” 



to 


lilil-ORE THE COMING 


V 

mother CAREY'S CHICICEN 

ft tRi. i.o/j icem^ a ucrr.-pcirtl tn a cage eii a caitagi 
Kali ntar df-sy Dili, uktt doiin the cage unh the 
view of releasir.g the bird.) 

I CANNOT brook thy gaze, bclovtd bird ; ' 

hat sorrow is more than human in thine 
eye; 

Too deeply, brother, is my spirit stirred 

To see thee here, beneath the landsmen’s 
sky, 

Cooped in a eage with food thou canst not 
eat. 

Thy “.now-nakc’. soiled, ,.d soiled tho.o 
conquering feet 

That walked the billows vvV,;i u 

omows, while thy "swee/- 

micei-sweel ” 

Proclaimed the tempest nigh. 
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Bird whom I welcomed while the sailors cursed, 

Friend whom I blessed wherever keels mnj- 
roam, 

Prince of 013’ diildish dreams, whom mermaids 
nursed 

In purple of billows — silver of occan-foain. 

Abashed I stand before the mighty grief 

Tliat quells all other: Sorrow’s King and 
Chief, 

Who rides the wind and holds the sea in fief. 
Then finds a cage for home! 

From out thy jail thou scest j’on heath and 
wdods. 

But const tliou hear the birds or smell the 
flowers ? 

Ah, no! those rain-drops twinkling on the 
buds 

Bring only visions of the salt sea-showers. 
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■'Thcbca!" the linnets pipe from hedge .ind 
heath ; 

“The sea!” the honcysncldcs whisper and 
breathe, 

And tumbling waves, where those \viId-roscs 
wreathe, 

Murmur from inland bowers. 


These winds so soft to others-how they bum ! 

The mavis sings with gurgle and ripple and 
plash, 

-vh.., tag 

Old 

-cans 'ss we love— oh, when thy sight 

Is mocked with Ocean’«! \ 

^<='=ans horses-manes of 

white. 

The long and shadowy flank.: .t, 
bright- • 

Bright as the 


lightning’s flash— 
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When all these scents of heather and brier and 
whin, 

AH kindly breaths of land-shrub, ilowcr, and 
vine, 

Recall the sea-scents, till ilty feathered skin 
Tingles in answer to a dream of brine 
\\nicn thou, remembering there tliy ro^’al 
birth, 

Dost see between the bars .a world of dearth, 

Is there a grief — a gnef on all the earth 
So heavy and dark as thine ? 

But I can buy thy freedom — I (thank God !), 

. Who loved thee more than albatross or 
gull— 

Loved thee, and loved the waves thy footsteps 
trod — 

Dreamed of thee when, becalmed, we lay 
a-hull — 
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'Tis I, thy friend, who once, a child of six, 

To find where Mother Carey fed her chicks. 
Climbed up the boat and then with bramble 
sticks 

Tried all in vain to scull— 

Thy friend who shared thy Paradise of Storm — 
The little dreamer of the cliffs and coves, 
Who knew thy mother, saw her shadowy 
form 

Behind the cloudy bastions where she 
moves. 

And heard her call : “ Come 1 for the welkin 
thickens, 

And tempests mutter and the lightning 
quickens 1 ” 

Then, starting from his dream, would find the 
chickens 


Were daws or blue rock-doves 
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Tl'.y friend uho owned anotlicr Pnr.idi?c, 

Of rrilmcr air, a fioaiing isle of fntit, 

Where sang the Nereids on a breeze of spice, 

While Triton, from afar, would sound 
salute : 

Tlicrc avast thou avinging, though the skies 
tvcrc calm ; 

For marvellous strains, as of the morning s 
shalm, 

Were struck by ripples round that isle of 
palm 

Whose shores were Ocean's lute. 

And now to see thee here, my king, my king, 
Far-glittering memories mirrored in those 
eyes, 

As if there shone within each iris-ring 

An orbfed world — ocean and hills and 
skies I — 
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Those black wings nifiled whose triumphant 


sweep 

Conquered in sport ! — ^yca, up the glimmering 
steep 

Of highest billow, down the deepest deep, 
Sported with victories ! 

To see thee here !— a coil of wilted weeds 
Beneath those feet that danced on diamond 
spray, 

Rider of sportive Ocean’s reinless steeds — 
Winner in Mother Carey’s Sabbath-fray 

When, stung by magic of the Witch’s 
chant, 

Thej rise, each foamy-crested eombalant— 
The, rise and fall and leap m,d foam and galkp 
and pant 

Till albatross, sea-swallow, and cormorant 
Must flee like doves 


away ! 
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And shall thou ride no more where thou hast 
ridden, 

And feast no more in hyaline halls and 
eaves, 

Master of Mother Carey’s secrets hidden, 
Master and mon.arch of the wind and waves, 
"Who never, save in stress of angriest blast, 
Asked ship for shelter — never till at last 
Tlie foam-flakes hurled against the sloping 
mast 

Slashed thee like ■whirling glaives ? 

Right home to fields no scamc'w ever kenned, 
Where scarce the great sea-wanderer fares 
with thee, 

I come to take thee — nay, ’tis I, thy friend ! 

Ah, tremble not — I come to set thee free ; 

I come to tear this cage from off this wall. 

And take thee hence to that fierce festival 

B 
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Where billows march and winds arc musical, 
Hymning the Victor-Sea ! 

» * • < • 

Yea, lift thine eyes to mine. Dost know me 
now ? 

Tlrou'rt free 1 thou’rt free 1 Ah, surely a 
bird can smile 1 

Dost know me. Petrel? Dost remember how 
1 fed thee in the wake for many a mile, 

Wiilst thou wouldst pat the waves, then, 
rising, take 

The morsel up and wheel about the wake ? 
Tliou’rt free, thou’rt free, but for tliine own 
dear sake 

1 keep thee caged awhile. 

Away to sea ! no matter where the coast : 
fhe road that turns for home turns never 
wrong ; 
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Where waves run high ni}' bird will not be 
lost : 

His home I know : 'tis where the winds are 
strong — 

^Vhcrc, on a throne of billows, rolling hoarj' 

And green and blue and splashed with sunny 

gloryi 

Far, far from shore — from farthest proraon- 

too' — 

Prophetic Nature bares the secret of the story 
That holds the spheres in song! 


(Percy, carrying the bird in the ceige, turns to cross 
a rustic wooden bridge leading fast Gy fsy Dell, when 
he suddenly comes upon a landsman-friend of his, a 
“Scholar-Gypsy,''' wvho is just parting from a young 
Gypsy -girl, diessed in the picturesque costume of the 
well-to-do " Gryengroes,” or horse-dealers. She is 
carrying in one hand a fishing-rod, and in the other 
an osier-wythe, tifon which three or four fish are 
strung by the gills. With the evening sun falling 
upon her lustrous eyes and illuminating the rich 
colour of her face, the girl presents a picture of 
such striking beauty that Percy stands dazzled 
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and fogtU the feirt!. The bird fushis its srsy 
through the half-ofe’i dcarand /ties ateay. As the 
ttiv friends stand and vcatch the Gyfsy-girl fessirg 
dawn the Dell, the Schalar-Gjfsj relates maty 
anecdotes of her — anecdotes nuldch teach PeRCV 
that the land is richer than the sea, and teach hint 
also that, through the unsophisticated movements of 
the female heart, Nalura Benigna can express 
herself.) 


VI 

natura benigna revealed through a 
GYPSY-CHILD 

Scholar-Gypsy s story of Rhona Bostvell as a Child 

HE child arose and danced through frozen 
dells, 

Drawn by the Christmas chimes, and soon she 
sate 


ere, neath the snow around the churchyan 
gate, 

;ae plonghwen .„pt br.n.h,e,n„,,, ee„. 

^'^""“-“’"■“'■'•-nggypsy-spens, 
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WTiilc Rhona gazing seem’d to meditate; 

Then laugh'd for joy, then wept disconsolate: 

' Dc poor dead gorgios cannot hear de bells.’ 
Within the church the clouds of gorgio-breath 
Arose, a steam of lazy praise and prayer 
To Him who weaves the loving Christmas- 
stair 

O'er sorrow and sin and wintry deeps of Death ; 
But where stood He? Beside our Rliona 
there, 

Remembering childish tears in Nazareth.”* 

* For this anecdote of Rhona Boswell as a child I am 
indebted to ray friend Francis Hindcs Groome, author of 
'• In Gipsy Tents " and the Romany novel, •' ICriegspiel," 
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Part II 

THE DAUGHTER OF THE SUNRISE 

RHONA'S FIRST ICISS 

(Percy ahnein Rinsion Furze : Rhona haj jujt left Hrt.) 
If only in dreams may Man be fully blest. 

Is heaven a dream ? Is she I claspt a dream ? 
Or stood she here even now where dew-drops 
gleam 

And miles of furze shine yellow down the 
West? 

I seem to clasp her still — still on my breast 
Her bosom beats : I see the bright eyes beam. 

I think she kiss'd these lips, for now they seem 
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THE EAVGHTER 


Scarce mine: so hallow’d of the lips they 
press’d. 

Yon thicket s breath — can that be eglantine ? 
Those birds can they be Morning’s choristers? 
Can this be Earth ? Can these be banks of 
furze ? 

burning bushes fired of God they shine ! 
lu to know them, though this bodj’ of mine 
Passed into spirit at the touch of hers 1 


II 

The golden hand* 

PERCY. 

ruin'. 

the same idea is 

iouna among n 
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I saTi- you stand beside the long-shore net 
The gorgios spread to dry on sun-lit sand ? 


RttONA. 

Do I forget ? 

PF.nCY. 

You wove the wood-flowers in a dewy band 
Around your hair which shone as black as 
jet; 

No fairy’s crown of bloom was ever set 
Round brows so sweet as those the wood- 
flowers spanned. 


I see that picture now ; hair dewy-wet ; 

Dark eyes that pictures in the sky expand : 

entirely disconnected %vith them — the Finns, for instance, 
with whom Ukko, the "sky god ” or angel of the sun- 
rise,” was called the "golden king” and "leader of the 
clouds," and his Golden Hand was more powerful than 
all the army of Death. The " Golden Hand " is some- 
times called the Lover’s Dukkeripen. 
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the daughter 


Love-lips (with one tattoo “for dukkerin”) 
tanned 

By sunny winds that kiss them as you stand. 

rhona. 

, Do I forget ? 

The Golden Hand shone there: it’s you forget, 
Or p’raps us Romanies ondly understand 
The way the Lovers’ Dukkeripen is planned 
ch shone that second time when us two met. 

PERCY. 

Blest “ Golden Hand ” I 


KJIONA. 


Tlie wind, that mixed the smell o’ violet 
Wi’ chirp o’ bird, a-blowin’ from the land 
m, do.r fc, ,,,, 


OF TltE SUNErSE 

She loves to see her chavi lookin’ grand, 

So I made what you call’d a coronet, 

And in the front I put her amulet : 

She sent the Hand to show she sees njc yet, 

PERCV. 

Blest " Golden Hand "1 


III 

RHONA’S LOVE LETTER AFTER PERCY’S 
FIRST STAY IN GYPSY DELL 

Gypsy Dell, Wensdy. 

This ere comes hoppen, leaven me the same, 
And lykwise all our breed in Gypsy Dell, 
Barrin the spotted gty, wot’s turned up lame ; 
A crick have made his orfside fetlock swell. 
The Scollard’s lamen me to rite and spel, 

It’s 'ard, but then I longed to rite your name : 


‘9 

Oiiid. 


Horse. 
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Faltb. 

Eyes. 

Mouth, 

teeth. 


Birds. 


Them squrruls in the Dell have grow'd that 
tame I 

How sweet the haycocks smcl 1 

Dordi ! how I should like you just to sec 
The Scollard when he’s larnen me to rite, 

A buzzin like a chafer or a bee, 

Else cussen you wi’ bloodshot yockers bright 
And moey girnin, danniers gleamin white. 

He’s wuss nor ever follerin arter me, 

Peepm roun’ every bush an every tree 
Mornin and noon and night. 

When I wur standin by the river’s brim, 
Hearin the chirikels in Rington wood. 

And seein the moorhens lam their chicks to 
swim. 

Thinks I, «i hears the Scollard’s heavy 
thud”; 
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And v.hcn I turned, bclioJd ye, there he stood 1 
He sa3 S I promised as I’d marr}' him, 

And if 1 di’n’t he’d tear me limb from limb. 

Sez I, “ Thai’s if you could." 

But when 1 thinks o' you, a choon aglall, 

Dray mendys tan a-studyin Romany— 

Nock, danniers, mocy, yockers, canners, bal— 

It make me sometime larf and sometime cry; 

And that make Granny’s crinkles crinkle sly ; 
"Dabla!” my daddy says, "de* blcssdd gal 
Shall lei herself a tarnow Rye she shall— 

A tamow Romanj' Rye. 

nets cm larf, but well I knows— too well— 

The ondly tamow Rye, and ondly man, 

That in my dreams I sometime seem to lei Get. 

Ain’t for the lyks o’ mee in this ’ere tan. Ten 

* The gypsies of tf*® present generation cease, except 
in childhood, to say •' de” for "the." 


A tnonl> 
ar<'* 

In our tent. 


Nose, 

teeth, mouth, 
eyes, cars, 
hatr. 


Faith. 


Get. 

Younz 

pcnllcman. 

gentlcDian. 
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THE daughter 


The Rye wot sat by mcc where Dell-brook 
ran, 

And lamt my Romany words and used to tell 
Sich sweet, strange things all day, till shadders 
fell 

And light o’ stars began. 

Mose nights I lays awake, but when the cock 
Begin to crow and rooks begin to fly 
And chimes come livelier out o’ Rington clock. 
It's then I sees your pictur in the sky 
(So plane, it seems to bring the momin’ nigh). 
Hair, t«th, Bal, dannicrs, canners, yockers, moey, nock : 

ears, eyes, 

mouth, nose, . y.. 

My daddy s bort me sich a meet new frock* 
Your comly korly chy. 


Yout loving 
dark girU 
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IV 

PERCV READING THE LETTER AT 
KINGTON MANOR 

The trees awake : I hear the branches creak ! 
And ivy-leaves are tapping at the pane : 

Dawn draws across the gre}' a saflron slrealc, 
To let me read at sunrise once again 
Beautiful Rhona’s letter, which has lain, 
Balming the pillow underneath my check, 
While in the dark her writing seemed to speak : 
Her great eyes lit my brain. 

I felt the paper — felt her thumb’s device 
That stamped the wax ; I seemed to feel the 
fingers 

Which wrote these misspelt words of rarer price 
Than songs of bards I worshipped as the 
bringers 

c 
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Of light from shores where spheral music 
lingers, 

Till came this girl, whose music could entice 
My soul to that diviner Paradise 

Where lovers are the singers — 

That Paradise which Rhona can transfer 
From Eden to the tents of Gypsj' Dell, 

Where Love is still his own orthographer 
As when on scriptured leaves of asphodel 
He taught his earliest pupil, Eve, to spell — 
Where Love speaks out what makes his bosom 
stir 

Frankly as yonder woodland chorister. 

Whose first notes rise and swell. 
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V 

EVENING ON THE RIVER 
PERCT AND RIIONA, 

More mellow falls the light and still more 
mellow 

Around the boat, as we two glide along 
’Tween grassy banks she loves where, tall and 
strong, 

The buttercups stand gleaming, smiling, yellow. 
She knows the nightingales of “ Portobello ; ” 
Love makes her know each bird 1 In all that 
throng 

No voice seems like another : soul is song. 

And never nightingale was like its fellow ; 

For, whether born in breast of Love’s own bird, 
Singing its passion in those islet-bowers 
Whose sunset-coldured maze of leaves and 


flowers 
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The rosy river’s glowing arms engird, 

Or bom in human souls — twin souls like 

ours — 

Song leaps from deeps unplumbcd by spoken 
word. 


VI 

THE NATURE WORSHIPPER AND WOMAN'S 
WITCHERY 

(Percv talking along the river-side near Gypsy Dell 
at break of day^ 

Love knows a wrong no tears can ever atone 
A word can break the web of Passion's spell, 
And then away the enchanted woof is blown 
That made a faery world of wood and dell : 

But direr than all direst words are deeds : 

Can 1, who saw her body shake and sway 
Before a storm of rage, like yonder reeds 
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WHicn March wnds bend Uicm o'er the water- 
weeds — 

Can I forgive that wrong of yesterday ? — 

Can I, who saw the lips of this wild girl, 

So loving once, shrink back till pearly teeth, 
That once seemed lovelier than the morning’s 
pearl, 

Flashed bright as that bright blade she dared 
unsheathe — 

Can I, who saw a brow, a throbbing throat 

Glassed in the stream beneath the willow tree, 

As up she sprang, a tigress, in the boat — 

Can I forgive her, though the siren wrote 

The loveliest letter in the world to me ? 

[He comes upon a second letter from Rhona lying on the 
grass, and stands looking at it wilhyeamtng eyes, hut 
afraid to pick it up.) 

Another letter 1 Ah, full well I know 
Those characters so childish, big, and round : 
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the daughter 
I think she watches where the hawthorns throw 
Those shortening shadows on the dewy ground. 

Ah yes! that liead which gleams by yonder 
bush, 

Where golden shafts from out the quiver of 
mom 

Pierce the wet leaves and wake the hidden 
thrush — 

That cheek which seems to lend a lovelier blush 
To blushing may-buds on the dew-bright thorn 1 

the letter. 

tin.. can, fccgi„ 

But when I’m dead,o’ cryin and tn h, 

Yon’ii ^ ° 

V.« n coma, .rc„„yp,c. has 

brown. 
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You’ll say, “that gnl wot axed luc to forgive 
her! 

It dru%’ her mad to see me kis my han 

And smile so sweet — pore Rhoiia’s ondly 
man ! — 

To that fine rawni rowin on the river. i,tdy. 

Pore gal," you'll say, “ she never touched her 
knife, 

Leaseways, just touched the handel so," you’ll 
say; 

“ She'd never ha' drawed : she wur to bee my 
wife, 

And loved me, loved me, loved me night and 
day. 

What made the chi,” you’ll say, “ start from the gw. 
seat ? 

What made her flesh goo hot and cold and 


shiver 



Poor heart. 


Birds. Tht 
birds attend 
the funeral 
a !nie 
Pomany 
naaid. 


^ Tnic DAoenmn 

Right down her b.ick-likc— yis, from hed to 
feet ? 

She seed me kis my han and smile so swetc 
To that fine rawni rowin on the river. 


The Dell,- yon-ll say, “do seem that dul and 
sad ; 

It dreems o' one wot loved me body and soul, 
And loved me most that day I druv her madd 

And turned her ehoori zee to bumin eoal; 

The chiriklos 'nil chirp ‘He should ha' gien 

AH them sweet smiles-yis, all ho had to give 
her — 

To her we buried with her Romany kin 
And laid wi- Cods all round her eyes an' chin, 

trough that fine rawni rowin on the river.'" 

You’ll say, “Instead o’ havin Jasper’s gal 
So spry at snare and rod and landin net, ’ 
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Tliis teeny clisson from her korlcy bal 
Is all, and that'H ondly make me frett. 

I’d sooner fisii wi’ her where swallows fan 
Tltc brook," you'll sa}*, "where water creases 
quiver, 

Tryin to hide the trouts, but never can, 

Than smile so sweet and look and kis my han 
To that fine rawni rowin on the river. 

'Twur here," you'll say, "where many and 
many a night 

We stayed a-settin snares in Gypsy Dell 
Beneath the stars, or when the moon wur 
bright. 

Till ' twitter ’ came the arlicst chirikcl, nirf. 

And larks the sunshine turned to specks o’ gold 
Flew whistlin up, but none as could deliver 
A tale o’ love like that as then wur told 
By that pore Rhona, her wot’s dead and cold," 


Lock ffora 
ter tSatk 
hsir, Clrt*cc» 
reaHr 
a KxJe for a 
key. 
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THE DAUGHTER 


PERCV. 

The witching rogue 1 But still 1 can't forgi'^'^ 
her. 

THE LETTER CONTINUED. 

Two months “ 'TwoT here," you’ll say, " ’twur here, dooey 

ago. 

choons aglal. 

Tent. Out o’ her daddy’s tan one night there crep’ 
Hindsome. A gal to mcct me — sich a rinkeni gal — 

Though well she knowed the watch the Scol- 
lard kep’ : 

She stayed wi’ me till all the eastern sky 
Biled, steamed, and broke to many a fiery sliwer 
Field and That lit up puv and tan and sooterin grei ’’ ; 

tent and 

You’ll seem to feel her lips — 

RHONA. 

(Admacitsg from tht bash, watching him as he reads, 
then rushing towards him, covering his eyes with her 
hands, and fulling down his head and hissing him.) 

These lips, my Rye ! 
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PEKCV. 

These lips, indeed ! Ah ! ^vlio would not for- 
give her ? 

RIIOSA. 

Lips as ’ud turn to clods without j-ou, dear! 


PEnev. 

But how this lo\ing Rliona tries my love I 
RHONA. 

And yet she’d wait the world barefoot to hear 
Them words o’ youm in tan or vesh or puv — tcm . ^ooj. 
Yis, walk and never know her feet wur sore 
To hear you say, “ Ah 1 who would not forgive 
her ? ” 

PERCY. 

But that young lady ? 

RHONA. 


Her >vhat flicks her oar ? 



•mr. davchter 




VZRCV, 


The same. 

rhona. 

You’ll never kiss your ban no more 
To that fine rawni rowin on the river ? 


VII 

OCEAN-SORCERY 

(P£Rcy e» tht Jrri pf“ Tit Prir/I " after fie li<tt 
been tebarated from RhoNA.) 

Was it indeed but two sweet years ago 
When once a sailor on a star-lit sea 
Babbled about its spell, and did not know 
How Love makes Nature breathe her poesy ? 
When did the sea-spell vanish ? On that day 
, When his beloved petrel flew away. 

But as for them who bade him, made him, come. 
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Though love had crowned him man, to thee, 
wild Ocean, 

Prated of some nepcntlic in thy foam 
To quell his love as by a magic potion — 

Some anodj’ne within thy billowy swdrl 
To soothe the body — make the soul forget 
Its guileless passion for a " guileful girl ’’ 
Wliose beauty caught him in a " Gypsy 
net 

Tliey should be here to see these billows 
heaving 

Beneath yon Southern Cross that holds the 
sky, 

They should be here to sec how thou art 
weaving 

Pictures of home by ocean-sorcery 1 
A dingle's fragrance breathed from every 
billow, 

Sweeter than Orient frankincense and m 3 riTh — 
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TUB DAVGllTER 


A slim girl-angler shown beneath a willov/, 
Leaning against its mossy hole for pillow, 
Must needs recall his every thought to her 1 


VIII 

THE MUSIC OF NATURA MYSTICA 

(Percy on board “T^hc Petrel" in the Pacific, 
cnttiing among coral iilandt.) 

Last Sunday mom I thought this azure isle 
Was dreaming mine own dream ; caeh bower 
of balm 

That spiced the rich Pacific, every palm, 

"Smiled with the dream that lends my life its 
smile. 

" These waves,” I said, " lapping the coral pile 
Make music like a well-remembered psalm : 
Surely an English Sunday, breathing calm. 
Broods in each tropic dell, each flowery aisle.” 
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The hcav’ns were dreaming, too, of Englisli 
skies ; 

Upon the blue, within a bell of grey, 

A well-known spire was pictured far away; 
And then I heard a psalm begin to rise. 

And saw a dingle — smelt its new-mown hay 
Where we two loitered — loitered lover-wise. 


IX 

LOVE'S CALENTURE 
(Percy ert hoard “ Fhe Petrel" in a tropic redm.) 

I HEAR our blackbirds singing in our grove, 
And now I see — I smell — the eglantine — 

The meadow-sweet where rivulets laugh and 
shine 

To English clouds that laugh and shine above ; 
I feel a stream of maiden-music move. 



4 $ THE DAUGHTER 

Pouring through all my frame a life divine 
From Rhona's throbbing bosom claspt to 
mine — 

From that dear harp, her heart, whose chords 
are love 1 

Vanished ! — 

0 God 1 a blazing world of sea — 
A blistered deck — ^an engine’s grinding jar — 
Hot scents of scorching oil and paint and tar — 
And, in the offing up yon fiery lee. 

One spot in the air no bigger than a bee — 

A frigate-bird that sails alone afar ! 

(H« iahes jram his fochet and reads a Utter fram Rhona 
which reached him in Australia.) 

THE LETTER. 

On Christmas-evc I seed in dreams the day 
When Heme the Scollard corned and said to 
me, 
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" He's off, that r3'C o’ youni, gone dean away Ctnticmn. 
Till swallow-time ; lie’s left this letter : see." 

In dreams I heerd the bee and grasshopper, 

Like on that momin, buz in Rington Hollow, 

“She'll live till swallow-time and then she’ll 
mcr, Die. 

For never will a rj'c eome back to her GenUeTOn. 

Wot leaves her till the comin o’ the swallow." 

All night I heerd them bees and grasshoppers ; 

All night I smelt the breath o’ grass and ma}'. 

Mixed sweet wi’ smells o’ honey from the 
furze, 

Like on that momin’ when you went away ; 

All night I heerd in dreams my daddy sal Laugh. 

Sayin, “ De blessed chi ud give de chollo gm, whole. 

O’ Bozzle’s breed — tans, vardcy,grcis, and all — Xems, 

. wntigons, 

To see dat tamo lye o’ hem palall Hack. 

Wot’s left her till the comin o’ the swallow,” 

D 



50 


TIJE DAUGHTER 


Salt. 

Hear. 

SmoVc, 

SplriL 

Weep, 


SoBgi. 

Hay. 

Wheat. 


I woke and went a-wnlkin on the ice 
All wliitc with snow-dust, just like sparklin 
loon, 

And soon beneath the stars I heerd a v'icc, 

A Vice I knowed and often, often shoon ; 

And then I seed a shape as thin as tuv; 

I Icnowcd it wur my blessed mammy’s mollo.* 
Rhona, she sez, " that tarno rye you love. 
He’s thinkin on you ; don’t you go and rove; 
You 11 see him at the coinin o’ the swallow.” 


cz she, •• For you it seemed to kill the grass 

When he wur gone, and freeze the brooklets' 
gillies ; 

There worn’t no smell, dear, in the sweetest cas. 
And brought the water-lilies, 

"hen the sweet Winds wavedthegoldengiv, 

* Mostly pronounced •• m,,ii .. ^ 

Midlands ** tnollo.” sometimes in the 
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The skies above ’em sccnicd as bleak and 

koHo • liijck. 

As now, when all the world seems frozen yiv. Sdow. 
Tlic months are long, but mammy says you’ll 
live 

By thinkin o’ the eomin o’ the swallow.” 

She sez, “Tlie whinchat soon wi’ silver throat 
Will meet the stonechat in the buddin whin, 

And soon the blackcap’s airliest gillie ’ull float Sodj?. 
From light-green boughs through leaves a-peepin 
thin ; 

The wheat-ear soon 'ull bring the willow-wren, 

And then the fust fond nightingale 'ull follow, 
A-callin ' Come, dear,’ to his laggin hen 
Still out at sea, ' the spring is in our glen ; 

Come, darlin, wi’ the eomin o’ the swallow.’” 

» Mostly pronounced ''taulo," but sometimes in the 
East Midlands " hollo.” 



5 = 


Red. 


TIIK DAVGUTEIi 
And she wur gone ! And then I read the words 
In xnomin twilight wot you rote to me; 

Tlicy made the Christmas sing with summer 
birds, 

And spring-leaves shine on overj* frozen tree; 
And when the dawnin kindled Rington spire, 
d curdlin W’inlcr-clouds burnt gold and lollo 
Round the dear sun, wot seemed a yolk o’ fire, 

“Another night.” I sez, -has brought him 
nigher; 

Hes comm wi* the comin o’ the swallow.” 


And .oon 
Yon k„„„ ft., 

'>o"> o’ Rine.on .cool 

Corned o„,i,tn„cdn.j head to see .c„„Mc. 

YOU 

s I SP7 »» *«T-. • • 

' ’ a-cbinnm o’ them 8s.” 


Cutting. 
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But vrhcn I woke-like — “ I'm the gal wot wails 
Alone,” I sez, " the comin o’ tlic swallow.” 

“Comin” seemed ring^n in the Christmas- 
chime ; 

“ Comin ” seemed rit on CYer 3 ‘thing I seed, 

In beads o' frost along the nets o’ rime, 
Sparklin on every frozen rush and reed ; 

And when the pups began to baric and play, 
And frisk and scrabble and bite my frock and 
w'allow 

Among the snow and fling it up like spray, 

I says to them, " You know who rote to say 
He’s comin wi’ the comin o’ the swallow. 

The thought on’t makes the snow-drifts o’ 
December 

Shine gold,” I sez, “ like daffodils o’ spring 
Wot wait beneath: he’s comin, pups, remember ; 
If not — for me no singin birds 'ull sing : 



Cuckoo, 


Tim DAUGimm 

No clioring chiriklo 'ull hold the gale 

‘Cuckoo, cuckoo,’* over hill and hollow: 
11 be no crakin o’ the meadow-rail, 
p 1 be no Jug-jug ' o’ the nightingale, 
''ot Waits the comin o’ the swallow. 


Comeback n,- 

T u ’ uiay kiss your hai 

Witch. pg * °n the river; 

eemUc. ' tVor yit a , ’ 

ek, minawr ; i . , 
be 

^our footfalk ^ Word, and I will follow 

„e «.-™.=ave .Me 

, Jjia for - 

“all wnafn InO ““ 
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X 

THE FIRST DUra<ERrPEN OF THE STARS 

(Percy on tkc rd^kt ^ his returss to the eneesmf’ment Ungers 
lefore calling for the ferry-boat ugor. the tongue cf tanicalled 
Pcrtobello, and lochs down the river, whcie the stars are 
htillianlly reflected. Riiona, who has secrelly tome to meet 
him, apfears on the opposite bank, but does not peiceive him, 
owing to the shadowing trees under which he stands.) 

PERO’. 

What sees she in the river as it flows ? 

Does she recall that summer night when we 
Rowed here beneath the stars — the night 
when she, 

Unconscious, then, of that within my breast 
Which held me mute, murmured in loving 
jest, 

" Our Tamo Rye, he’s dreamin while he rows”? yootk 

gentleman. 

Or is she gazing at the stars that shine 
Mirrored within the stream to read their 
sign — 



TUB DAUGHTBR 


Natwrc't 

proj'hctic 

lytabot 


S6 

Tlic dukkcripcn of good or evil made 
By their reflections mingled with the shade 
Yon pollard willow throws? 

That night I murmured, " Life's one jo}’ is this, 
To love, to taste the soul’s divine delight 
Of loving some most lovely soul or sight — 
To worship still, though never an answering 
sign 

Should come from Love asleep within the 
shrine." 

That night I said, “ 1 ask no more of bliss 
Than — while .beneath the boat the wavelets 
heave — 

To touch the gauds upon a gypsy’s sleeve. 
To see the bright nails shine on glistening 
lingers. 

To seethe throatonw’hichthestarlightlingers, 
The mouth I dare not kiss.” 



OF THE susaisv 


57 


But that same night Love wrote around the 
prow 

In stars ! Her trembling body turned to me 
In joyful fear of joy, and I could see, 

Pictured in frightened eyes, the blissful things 
A girl’s pure soul can see wiicn Love’s young 
wings. 

Fragrant of heaven and earth, fan first the brow. 

n • • * 

(Riiosa fiws a suddnt start and hoks behind her.) 

What means that start? stands she 

there to listen ? 

I see her eyes that in the starlight glisten — 
Her ej'cs — but not the thing of dread they 
see: 

She’s feeling where her knife was wont to 
be — 

Ah, would she wore it now ! 

(" The Seollard's " figure appears from behind the willow.) 
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•Tis he, niy R}-psy rival, by licr side ! 

He lifts a knife. She springs, the dauntless 

girl, 

Luhe as a leopardess ! Ah 1 can she hurl 
Tlie giant down the bank ? 

(He frt^arts to flurge into the titer in order to sm’n to 
‘tr.tihen RnoN*A muis thfcKrush cf her assaiUr.t 
a bht:r in the tncuth feon hn /rst, trhich causes 
«« ituKb’e over the l.tesK.) 


Gypsy. 

GeniHe. 


iaiis ociOW| 

Falls where the river's darkest waters flow I 
Twice, thrice, he rises-sinks beneath the tide! 

O^ly the stars and I have seen him fall. 

Death is her doom who slays a Romany-elml 
nd weds a gorgio ; death 1 But only we,' 

The stars andlwholovetheslayer.eouldsee 

‘ the ruffian died. 

{He looks in the river 

m’slerious jig„res 'cs ‘the 

bnlnishes ) //tfs tatsi round the 
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Twas only we who sav.*, ye starry throng I 
And one wlsitc lie of mine will hide tlic 
deed 

Of her who gave me love against her 
creed — 

The Romany woman’s creed of tribal duty — 
Gave Rhona’s wealth of love and faitli and 
beauty. 

Tint STARS WRITC IN THE RIVER. 
Falsehood can never shield her: Truth is strong. 

PKRCV. 

I read your rune : is there no pity, then, 
la Heav’n that wove this net of life for men ? 
Have only Hell and Falsehood heart for 
ruth ? 

Show me, ye mirrored stars, this tyrant 
Truth — 


King that can do no wrong ! 
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THE DAUGHTER 


Ah ! Night seems opening ! There, above the 
skies, 

Who sits upon that central sun for throne 

Round which a golden sand of worlds is 
strown. 

Stretching right onward to an endless 
ocean. 

Far, far away, of living dazzling motion ? 

Hearken, King Truth with pictures in thine 
eyes 

Mirrored from gates beyond the furthest 
portal 

Of infinite light, ’tis Love that stands 
immortal. 

The King of Kings. And there on yonder 
bank 

Stands she, and, where the accursed carrion 
sank, 

Tile merry bubbles rise I 



or mi: suKiiisa ci 

At last slic sees me on this tongue of 
land ; 

She plunges tlirough the fringe of reed and 
moss. 

She takes tlic boat; she’s pulling straight 
across, 

Startling the moorhens as the dark prow 
brushes 

Through reeds and weeds and water-flags 
and rushes. 

o o a « 

Yes, yes, I saw ! Is this the little hand 

That sletv him ? How the slender fingers 
quiver 

Against my Hpsl Those stars within the 
river 

May write of how he died, but Love, my 
darling, 



5J the davgutee 

Looks straight at Doom, though wolves of 
Death arc snarling, 

And smiles: “Behold, I stand!” 


XI 

the promise of the sunrise 

(Percy in the tent cn the mirninj; after hit marriage 
avith Rhoka in G_yfsj' Deli.) 

The young light peeps through j-ondcr trembling 
chink 

The tent’s mouth makes in answer to a 
breeze ; 

The rooks outside are stirring in the trees 
Thro’ which I see the deepening bars of pink. 

I hear the earliest anvil’s tingling clink 
From Jasper’s forge; the cattle on the leas 
Begin to low. She’s waking by degrees : 
Sleep’s rosy fetters melt, but link by link. 
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Whal dream is hers ? Her C3’ciids shake with 
tears ; 

TJie fond eyes open now like flowers in dew : 
She sobs I know not what of passionate fears ; 
“ You’ll never leave me now ? There is but 
you ; 

I dreamt a voice was whisperings in m3' cars, 

' The Dukkeripen o’ stars comes ever true.’ ” 

She rises, startled by a wandering bee 
Buzzing around her brow to greet the girl : 

She draws the tent wide open with a swirl. 

And, as she stands to breathe the fragrancy 
Beneath the branches of the hawthorn tree — 
Whose dews fall on her head like beads of pearl 
Or drops of sunshine firing tress and curl — 

The Spirit of the Sunrise speaks to me. 

And says, " This bride of yours, I know her well, 
And so do all the birds in all the bowers 



64 THE DAUGHTER 

Who mix their music with the breath of flowers 
When greetings rise from river, heath and dell- 
Sec, on the curtain of the morning haze 
The Future's finger writes of happy days." 


XII 

THE MIRRORED STARS AGAIN 
(After o»ty a fevt months tvilh her.) 

The mirrored stars lit all the bulrush-spears, 
And all the flags and broad-leaved lily-isles } 
The ripples shook the stars to golden smiles, 
Then smoothed them back to happy golden 
spheres. 

We rowed — ^we sang; her voice seemed in mine 
ears 

An angel’s, yet with woman’s dearer wiles ; 

But shadows fell from gathering cloudy piles 
And ripples shook the stars to fiery tears. 
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\Vliat shaped those shadows like another boat 


Wlicre Rhona sat and he Love made a liar? 
There, where the Scollard sank, I saw it float, 
Wfliile ripples shook the stars to symbols dire ; 
We wept — we kissed — while starry fingers 
wrote, 

And ripples shook the stars to a snake of fire- 


XIII 

THE PROMISE OF THE SUNRISE RENEWED 

(Percy, on the annimersary of the mysterious liis- 
afptaranet of Rhona, stands in the mouth of bis 
solitary lent in Gypsy Dili. He loohs totoards the 
spire of Kington Church in the distance, over which 
the dawn is gradually brightening into a gorgeous 
sunrise.) 

Death’s year has passed: again the new- 
mown hay, 

As on that night, perfumes the Dell — that 
night 

E 
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Whose darkness seemed more dear than 
Eden-light — 

Fragrant of Love’s warm wings and Love’s 
warm breath — 

Where here I left her doomed to treacherous 
death 

By Romany guile that lured me far away; 

Twas here — where petals of the mom are 
cast 

Mid Night’s wild phantoms from the spec- 
tral past — 

Twas here she made the vow I smiled at then 

To show her face some morn when hill and 
glen 

Took the first kiss of Day. 


But now—not all the starry Virtues seven 

Seem strong as she, nor Time, nor Death, nor 
Night. 
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And morning says, " Love hath such godlike 


might 

That if the sun, the moon, and all the stars, 

Nay, all the spheral spirits who guide their 
cars. 

Were quelled by Doom, Love’s high-creative 
leaven 

Could light new worlds," If, then, this Lord 
of Fate, 

Wlien Death calls in the stars, can re-create, 

Is it a madman's dream that Love can show 
Rhona, my Rhona, in yon ruby glow, 

And build again my heaven ? 

" The birds,” she said, " they knows us Romany Gypsy gi. 
chies — 

Leaseways the gypsy-magpie an the jay — 

They knows the Romany tongue — yis, all we 
say: 
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So, if the Hernes should do away wi’ me 

'Cause o' the Scollard's death, the birds will 
see 

An’ tell the flowers where Rhone’s body lies. 

The Scollard’s strong to strive wi' now he's 
dead : 

Outside the tent o' nights I hear his tread. 

You mind them stars a-shinin in the river 

Tltat seemed a snake o’ fire ? I see’d you 
shiver : 

It had the Scollard’s eyes ! 

But when I’m dead, the Golden Hand o’ Love 

Will shine some day where mists o’ momin 
swim ; 

Me too you'll see, dear, when the sun’s red 
rim 

Peeps through the Rookeiy boughs by 
Rington spire, 
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And makes the wet leaves wink like stars o’ 
fire ; 

Then, when the skylark wakes the thrush and 
dove, 

An’ squrrels jump, an’ rabbits scrabble roun’, 

An’ hares cock up their ears a-shinin brown, 

An’ grass an’ blossoms mix their momin 
smells 

Wi’ Dingle songs from all the chirikels, ' Birdt. 
You’ll see me there above.” 

• * * * 

I think 'twas here — though now I know not 
whether 

Dead joy or living sorrow be the dream — 

In this same tent — round which the branches 
seem 

To stir their whispering leaves as if to tell 
The mom the dreadful secret of the Dell— 

I think ’twas here we lived that life together. 
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THE Daughter 


(A shape that at one moment seems like a hand, and 
then a feather of gold, appears in the easteim clouds 
near the brightening tmngs of the Spirit of the 
Sunrise.) 

My senses mock me : these mad eyes behold 
What seems a hand, a mystic hand of gold, 
Traced on the steaming canvas of the mist. 
Gilding the woof of pearl and amethyst — 

A hand or golden feather. 

{Beside the Golden Hand Rhona’s face appears.) 

Is that a picture in a madman’s eye ? 

Or is it Memory, like a mocking elf. 

Weaving Hope’s tapestry to cheat herself? 

Or does great Nature, she who garners all 
The fleeting pictures Time can limn, recall 
The face of her the Romanies doomed to die ? 

Or is there glowing a face from brow to chin 

Where yonder wings of morn are widening 
thin, 
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Her verj- face, her throat, her dimpling check, 
Her mouth — the mouth that love first taught 
to speak — 

Smiling, " Tis I, 'tis I ” ? 


THE LARK RISING FROM THE HAV-FIELD, 

Birds of the Dell, the veils of mom are shaking ! 
And see the face of her, ye loving birds. 
Who knew your songs — who gave them 
human words 

In those sweet mornings when her breath 
would mingle 

With breath of flowers, and all the dewy 
Dingle 

Greeted the Spirit of the Sunrise waking; 

Ye birds who saw her buried — ye who know 
But cannot utter where she lies below — 

Can never tell yon mourner, for the spell 



7 = THE DAUGHTER 

The monstrous deed hath cast about the 
Dell— 

Tlie man whose heart is breaking ! 


the birds or the dingle. 

She keeps her promise, she who made the vow 
No Romany law, no Romany guile, should 
ever 

Divide their lives, nor Death’s fell malice sever 
The chain the sunrise forged ’twixt her and 
him ; 

She keeps her promise : see, Uirough mists 
that swim. 

Those eyes arc hers— that brow is Rliona's 
brow — 

Rliona’s, who vowed to show the dukkeripen 
Of Hope, the Golden Hand of promise, 
when 
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Fate should fulfil the prophet - river’s 
warning — 

Vowed she would gaze from ruby domes of 
morning; 

She keeps her promise now. 

THE SPIRIT OF THE SUNRISE. 

Though Love be mocked by Death’s obscene 
derision, 

Love still is Nature’s truth and Death her 
lie ; 

Yet hard it is to sec the dear flesh die, 

To taste the fell destroyer’s crowning spite 

That blasts tlie soul with life’s most cruel 
sight, 

Corruption's hand at work in Life’s transition : 

Tills sight was spared thee : thou shalt still 
retain 

Her body’s image pictured in thy brain ; 
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THE VISION 


f 

The flowers^ above her weave the onlj' shroud 

Thine eyey shall see : no stain of Death shall 

clou(i 

; 

Rhona I ^ehold the vision 1 


f 

/ 


! 


PERCV. 

As on ^at morn when round our bridal pillow 
Tljfe sunrise came and you cried: “Smell 
I the whin ! " 

oped the tent to let the fragrance in, 
(Von clouds — like molten metal, boiling brass, 
/Brightening to gold — are crested as they 
/ pass 

/With Love’s own fire!— And while each, 
gleaming billow 

Rolls o’er the Dell, ’tis Love’s own hand that 


launches 

The self-same promise through the self-same 
branches — 
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The promise of liic Sunrise ! — Oak and ash 
•And birch and c/m and thorn pass on the 
flash 

Down to the river-willow I 

** »• a « O 


XVI 

1 

NAT UR A MALIGNA 

(Percy, in Norway, anti aftenvards in the Alps, 
oihUher he has gone to escape the haunting effect oj 
English scenery upon /its mind, has, after lining 
alone in a log-lent, passed into a state 0/ spiretnal 
exaltation, and has come to look upon Nature xoith 
the puritanical eyes of a Hindoo Saivite, as being 
the malignant foe of Man. And yet the dominant 
thought drives him to go every morning to watch for 
a sign at sunrise.) 

The Lady of the Hills with crimes untold 
Followed my feet with azure e3’’es of prey ; 

By glacier-brink she stood — by cataract-spray — 
When mists were dire, or avalanche-echoes 
rolled. 
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AMOllG THE MOUNTAINS 


At night she glimmered in the death-wind 
cold, 

And if a footprint shone at break of daj', 

My flesh would quail, but straight my soul 
would sa3' : 

" 'Tis hers whose hand God’s mightier hand 
doth hold." 

I trod her snow-bridge, for the moon was 
bright. 

Her icicle-arch across the sheer crevasse, 

Wlien lo, she stood ! . . . . God made her let 
me pass. 

Then felled the bridge! .... Oh, there in 
sallow light. 

There down the chasm, I saw her cruel, white. 

And all my wondrous days as in a glass. 
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THE PROMISE AGAIN RENEWED 
(PcKCV’i drtam in the hu!.) 

Beneath the loveliest dream there coils a fear : 
Last night came she whose eyes are memories 
now ; 

Her far-off gaze seemed all forgetful how , 
Love dimmed them once, so calm they shone 
and clear. 

"Sorrow/' I said, “has made me old, my 
dear; 

'Tis I, indeed, but grief can change the brow : 
Beneath my load a seraph's neck might bow. 
Vigils like mine would blanch an angel's hair." 
Oh, then I saw, I saw the sweet lips move 1 
I saw the, love-mists thickening in her eyes — 

I heard a sound as if a niunnuring dove 
Felt lonely in the dells of Paradise ; 
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But when upon my neck she fell, my love, 

Her hair smelt sweet of whin and woodland 
spice. 


XX 

N.A,TURA BENIGNA 

(Tit fromhe of the sunrise on the morning after the 
marvellous sight in the sunbota above the cataract.) 

What power is this ? what witchery wins my 
feet 

To peaks so sheer they scorn the cloakingsnow, 

All silent as the emerald gulfs below, 

Down whose ice-walls the wings of twilight 
beat ? 

What thrill of earth and heaven — most wild, 
most sweet — 

What answering pulse that all the senses know, 
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CoiHCs leaping from Uie ruddy eastern gJotv 
Where, far awaj', the skies and mountains 
meet? 

Mother, ’tis I reborn : I know thee well : 

That throb I know and all it prophesies, 

O Motlicr and Queen, beneath the olden spell 
Of silence, gazing from thy hills and skies ! 
Dumb Mother, struggling with the years to tell 
The secret at thy heart through helpless eyes. 
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(With the exception aj Shahspeare, who has guitted London 
for good, in order to reside at New Place, StratJord,cm-Avon, 
which he has. lately rebuilt, all the members of the Mermaid 
Club are assembled at the Mermaid Tavern, At the head of the 
table sits Sen Jonson dealing out the wassail from a large howl. 
At the other end sits Raleigh, and at Raleigh's right hand the 
guest he has brought with him, a stranger, David Gwynn, the 
Welsh seaman, now an elderly man, whose story of his exploits 
as a galley-slave in crippling the Atmada before it reached the 
Channel hadi years before, whether true or false, given him in 
the Low Countries a great reputation, the echo of which had 
reached England, Raleigh's desire ri'as to excite the public 
enthusiasm for continuing the struggle with Spain on the sea, 
and generally to revive the fine Elizabethan temper, which had 
already become almost a thing of the past, save, perhaps, among 
such choice spirits as those associated with the Mermaid Club.) 
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CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, ractry place, 
Wliere he goes with fondest face, 

Brightest eye, brightest hair : 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place: 
Where? 

' BEN JONSON. 

(A flir filling tach ctip xvith wassail.) 

Drink first to Stratford Will — ^belovfed man, 
So generous, honest, open, brave and free. 
Who merriest at the Apollo used to be— 
Merriest of all the merry Falcon clan. 

(All drink to •• Will Shahsptare.'') 

CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, meny place. 
Where he goes with fondest face. 

Brightest eye, brightest hair ; 
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Tell the Mermaid where is that one place : 

\Vlierc ? 

BCN JONSON. 

That he, the star of revel, bright-e}'ed Will, 
With life at golden summit, lied the town 
And took from Thames that light to dwindle 
down 

O'er Stratford farms, doth make me marvel still. 

But, tho’ we feast without the king to-night, 
TheMonarchleavesaregent — friend offriends# 
With whose own soul the throned spirit 
blends 

In one fair flame of love’s commingling light. 

Brother of Shakspeare, wilt thou not rehearse 
Those sugared sonnets thy shy muse hath 
made, 
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Those lines where Avon, glassing wood and 
glade, 

Seems rippling through the sunshine of thy 
verse ? 

Wilt thou not tell the Mermaid once again, 
In^golden numbers, what the poet told. 

Of how his spirit ever was controlled 
By Avon-ripples shining in his brain. 

And how those ripples greeted him that day. 
Which was the Mermaid’s night, when he 
the Swan 

Flew to the bosom he was nursed upon — 
The bosom he so loved when far away ? 

Wilt thou not tell us how the river spake 
To that sweet Swan returning to its nest 
Among the lilies dreaming on the breast 
Of Avon, dear to us for Shakspeare’s sake ? 
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CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, mejiy place, 
Where he goes with fondest face, 
Brightest eye, brightest hair: 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place : 
Where ? 


SHAKSPKARriS FRIEND, 

To sing the nation’s song or do the deed 
That crowns with richer light the motherland, 
Or lend her strength of arm in hour of need 
When fangs of foes shine fierce on every hand, 
Is joy to him whose joy is working well — 

Is goal and guerdon too, though never fame 
Should find a thrill of music in his name ; 

Yea, goal and guerdon too, though Scorn 
should aim 


Her arrows at his soul’s high citadel. 



CUmSTMAS AT THE MEBHAW 
But if the fates witlihold tlie joy from me 
To do the deed that widens England's day, 

Or join that song of Freedom's jubilee 
Begun when England started on her way— 
Withhold from me the hero's glorious power 
To strike with song or sword for her, the 
mother, 

And give that saered guerdon to another, 

Him will I hail as my more noble brother- 
Him will I love for his diviner dower. 


Enough for me who have our Shafcspeare’s love 
To see a poet win the poet's goal, 

For Will is he; enough and far above 
All other prizes to make rich my soul 

-I^en. Since they 

A tale of him who in his peerless Prime 

us ere yet one shadowy 
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Could dim the lustre of that brow sublime, 
Golden my numbers arc: Ben praiseth well. 


THE EVENING AFTER WILL’S RETURN TO 
STIUVTFORD-ON-AVON 

As down the bank he strolled through evening 
dew, 

Pictures (he told me) of remembered eves 

Mist with that dream the Avon ever weaves, 

And all his happy childhood came to view ; 

He saw a child watching the birds that flew 

Above a willow, through whose musky leaves 

A green musk-beetle shone with mail and 
greaves. 

That shifted in the light to bronze and blue. 

These dreams, said he, were born of fragrance 
falling 

From trees he loved, the scent of musk recalling. 
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With power beyond all power of things beholden 

Or things reheard, those days when elves of 
dusk 

Came, veiled the wings of evening feathered 
golden. 

And closed him in from all but willow musk. 

And then a child beneath a silver sallow — 

A child who loved the swans, the moorhens’ 
" cheep ” — 

Angled for bream where river holes were 
deep — 

For gudgeon where the water glittered shallow, 

Or ate the " fairy cheeses " of the mallow, 

And wild fruits gathered where the 'wavelets 
creep ^ 

Round that loved church whose shadow seems 
to sleep 

In love upon the stream and bless and, hallow; 
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And then a child to whom the watcr-fairics 
Sent fish to “bite” from Avon's holes and 
shelves, 

A child to whom, from richest honey-dairies. 
The flower-sprites sent the bees and “sun- 
shine eK’es ; ” 

Then, in the shifting vision’s sweet vagaries, 
He saw two lovers walking by' themselves — 

Walking beneath the trees, where drops of rain 
Wove crowns of sunlit opal to decoy 
Young love from home; and one, the happy 
boy, 

Knew all the thoughts of birds in every strain — 
Knew why the cushat breaks his fond refrain 
By sudden silence, "lest his plaint should 
cloy 

Knew when the skylark’s changing note of joy 
Saith, " Now will I return to earth again ” — 
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Knew every warning of the blackhii'd’s shriek, 
And evci^’ promise of his joyful song — 

Knew what the magpie’s chuckle fain would 
speak ; 

And, v.’hen a silent cuckoo flew along, 

Bearing an egg in her felonious beak. 

Knew every nest threatened with grievous 
wrong. 

He heard her say, “The birds attest our- 
troth ! 

Hark to the mavis. Will, in yonder may 
Fringing the sward, where many a hawtliorn 
spray 

Round summer’s royal field of golden cloth 
Shmes o’er the buttercups like snowy froth, 

And that sweet skylark on his azure way. 

And that wise cuckoo, hark fo what they say: 
‘We birds of Avon heard and bless you both.’ ’ 
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And, Will, the sunrise, (lushing with its glory 
River and church, grotvs rosier with our story ! 
This breeze of morn, sweetheart, which moves 
caressing, 

Hath told the flowers ; they wake to lovelier 
growth ! 

They breathe— o’er mead and stream they 
breathe — the blessing, 

‘We flowers of Avon heard and bless you 
bothl’” 


A FRIEND OF MARLOWE’s. 

(M^ho has bicn sitting moody and silent.) 

’Tis when the Christmas joy-bells fill the air 
That memory comes with half-reproachful 
, eyes 

To hold before the soul its legacies, 

Of grief and joy from Christmas-songs that were. 
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Friends, friends, there come to me, I know not 
why, 

Tlie words I wrote that day my Kit was 
slain. 

I would not chill this feast, yet am I fain 
To tell of Kit and how I saw him die. 


ON SEEING KIT MARLOWE SLAIN 
AT DEPTFORD 

’Tis Marlowe falls! That last lunge rent 
aswnder 

Our lyre of spirit and flesh, Kit Marlowe’s 
life, 

Whose chords seemed strung by earth and 
heav’n at strife. 

Yet ever strung to beauty above or under ! 

Heav’n kens of Man, but oh! the stars can 
blunder, 



CHBISTMAS AT THE MEEMAID 9S 
If Fate’s hand guided yonder villain's knife 
Through that rare brain, so teeming, daring, 


With dower of poets — song and love and 
wonder. 

Or was it Chance? Shakspearc, who art 


O’er man 


supreme 

a»d moo, yot slmrcst Morlowo's 


To pioroo the oloods ttat Wdo -ho 
height 

j nnd sods and all that 

Where man and men ana 


Arc Natures muiivuu 
dream — 

Come, spell the runes 
write 1 


;’s mutterings in her changeful 


these bloody rivulets 


i_Thcy drink in to the memory 0/ Marlowe.) 
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Marlowe’s friend, 

Wlicrc’er thou art, "dead Shepherd, "look on me, 
Tlie boy who loved thee loves more dearly now, 
He sees thine eyes in yonder holly-bough ; 
Oh, Kit, my Kit, the Mermaid drinks to thee ! 


RALEIGH. 

{Turning to David Giwnn.) 

Wherever billows foam 
The Briton fights at home : 

His hearth is built of w'ater — water blue and 
green; 

There’s never a wave of ocean 
The wind can set in motion 
That shall not own our England — own our 
England queen.* 

* " England is a country that can never be conquered 
while the Sovereign thereof has the command of the 
sea." — Raleigh. 
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The guest I bring to-night 
Had many a goodly fight 
On seas the Don hath found — hath found for 
English sails; 

And once he dealt a blow 


Against the Don to show 
What mighty hearts can move — can move in 
leafy Wales, 


Stand up, bold Master Gwynn, 
Who hast a heart akin 


To England’s own brave hearts — brave hearts 
where’er they beat ; 

Stand up, brave Welshman, thou. 

And tell the Mermaid how 
A galley-slave struck hard — struck hard the 


Spanish fleet. 


a 



ciS CIiniST!,rAS at tub mermaid 

CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, merry place. 
Where he goes with fondest face, 
Brightest eye, brightest hair : 

Tell the Mermaid w'herc is that one place : 
Where ? 


DAVID GV^N'S STORY OF HOW HE AND 
THE GOLDEN SKELETON CRIPPLED THE 
GREAT ARMADA SAILING OUT 

“ A GALLEY lie ’’ they called my tale ; but he 
Whose talk is with the deep kens mighty 
tales. 

The man, I say, who helped to keep you 
free 

Stands here, a truthful son of truthful 
Wales. 

Slandered by England as a loose-lipped liar, 
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Banished from Ireland, branded rogue and 
thief, 

Here stands that Gwynn whose life of 
torments dire 

Heaven sealed for England, sealed in blood 
and fire — 

Stands asking here Truth’s one reward, 
belief! 

And Spain shall tell, with pallid lips of 
dread, 

This tale of mine — shall tell, in future days. 

How G^vynn, the galley-slave, once fought and 
bled 

For England when she moved in perilous 
ways; 

But say, ye gentlemen of England, sprung 
, From loins of men whose ghosts have still 
the sea — 
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Doth England — she who loves the loudest 
tongue — 

Remember mariners whose deeds are sung 
By waves where flowed their blood to keep 
her free ? 

I see — I see ev’n now — those ships of Spain 
Gathered in Tagus’ mouth to make the 
spring ; 

I feel the cursM oar, I toil again, 

And trumpets blare, and priests and choir- 
bo3’s sing; 

And morning strikes with many a crimson 
shaft. 

Through ruddy haze, four galleys rowing 
out — 

Four galleys built to pierce the English craft. 

Each swivel-gunned for raking fore and aft. 
Snouted like sword-fish, but with iron snout. 
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And one wc call the Princess, one the Royal, 
Diana one ; but ’tis the fell Basana 
Where I am toiling, Gwynn, the true, the 
loyal, 

Thinking of mighty Drake and Gloriana ; 

For by their help Hope whispers me that I — 
Whom ten hours’ daily travail at a stretch 
Has taught how sweet a thing it is to die — 
May strike once more where flags of England 

fly, 

Strike for myself and many a haggard 
wretch. 

True sorrow knows a tale it may not tell : 

Again I feel the lash that tears my back; 
Again I hear mine own blaspheming yell. 
Answered by boatswain’s laugh and scourge’s 
crack; 

Again I feel the pang when trying to choke 
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Rather than drink the wine, or chew the 
bread 

^Vllcrc\vith, when rest for meals would break 
tlie stroke, 

They cram our mouths while still we sit at 
yoke ; 

Again is Life, not Death, the shape of dread. 

By Finisterre there comes a sudden gale, 

And mighty waves assault our trembling 
galley 

With blows that strike her waist as strikes a 
flail. 

And soldiers ciy, "mat saint shall bid her 
rally ? ” 

Some slaves refuse to row, and some implore 
The Dons to free them from the metal, tether 
By which their limbs locked upon the 


oar: 
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Some shout, in answer to the billows’ roar, 
"The Dons and w-e will drink brine-wine 
together." 

"Bring up the slave," I hear the captain 
cry, 

" Who sank the golden galleon El Dorado. 

Tlie dog can steer.” 

" Here sits the dog," quoth I, 
“ Wlio sank the ship of Commodore 
Medrado ! ” 

With hell-lit eyes, blistered by spray and 
rain, 

Standing upon the bridge, sailh he to .me : 

"Hearken, thou pirate — bold Medrado’s bane! — 

Freedom and gold are thine, and thanks of 
Spain, 

If thou canst take the galley through this 
sea.” 
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" Ay ! ay ! ” quoth 1. The fools unlock me 
straight ! 

And then 'tis I give orders to the Don, 

Laughing within to hear the laugh of Fate, 
Whose winning game I know hath just 
begun. 

I mount the bridge when dies the last red 
streak 

Of evening, and the moon seems fain for 
night. 

Oh then I see beneath the galley’s beak 

A glow like Spanish auto’s ruddy reek — 

Oh then these eyes behold a wondrous 
sight! 

A skeleton, but yet with living eyes— 

A skeleton, but yet with bones like gold— 

Squats on the galley-beak, in wondrous wise. 

And round his brow, of high imperial mould. 
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A burning circle seems to shake and shine, 
Bright, fiery bright, %dth many a living 
gem. 

Throwing a radiance o'er the foam-lit brine ; 

“’Tis God’s Revenge,” methinks. "Heaven 
sends for sign 

That bony shape — that Inca’s diadem,” 

At first the sign is only seen of me. 

But well I know that God’s Revenge hath 
come 

To strike the Armada, set old ocean free. 

And cleanse from stain of Spain the 
beauteous foam. 

Quoth I, “ How fierce soever be the levin 
Spain’s hand can hurl — made mightier still 
for wrong 

By that , great Scarlet One whose ■ hills are 
seven — 
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Yea, howsoever Hell may scoff at Heaven — 
Stronger than Hell is God, though Hell is 
strong.” 

“The dog can steer,” I laugh; “yea. Drakes 
men know 

How sea-dogs hold a ship to Biscay 
waves.” 

Ah ! when I bid the soldiers go below. 

Some ’neath the hatches, some beside the 
slaves. 

And bid them stack their muskets all in 
piles 

Beside the foremast, covered by a sail, 

The captives guess my plan — I see their 
smiles 

As down the waist the cozened troop defiles. 
Staggering and stumbling landsmen, faint 
and pale. 
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I S.13', thc3' guess 013' — to send beneath 

The soldiers to the benches where the 
slaves 

Sit, armed with eager nails and eager teeth — 
Hate’s nails and teeth more keen than 
' Spanish glaives, 

Then wait until the tempest’s waxing might 
Shall reach its fiercest, mingling sea and 
sky, 

Tlicn seize the key, unlock the slaves, and 
smite ' 

Tlie sea-sick soldiers in their helpless plight. 
Then bid the Spaniards pull at oar or die. 

Past Ferrol Bay each galley ’gins to stoop, 
Shuddering before the Biscay demon’s 
breath. 

Down goes a prow — down goes a gaudy poop : 
“ The Don’s Diana bears the Don to death. 
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Quoth I, "and see the Princess plunge and 
wallow 

Down purple trough, o’er snowy crest of foam : 
See 1 see I the Royal, how she tries to follow 
By many a glimmering crest and shimmering 
hollow, 

Where g^ll and petrel scarcely dare to roam>" 

Now, three queen-galleys pass Cape Finisterre J 
The Armada, dreaming but of ocean-storms. 
Thinks not of mutineers with shoulders bare. 
Chained, bloody-wealed and pale, on 
galley-forms. 

Each rower murmuring o’er my whispered plan, 
Deep-burnt within his brain in words of fire. 
Rise, every man, to tear to death his man — 
Yea, tear as only galley-captives can. 

When God’s Revenge sings loud to ocean’s 
lyre.” 
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Taller the spectre grows ’mid ocean’s din ; 

The captain secs the Skeleton and pales : 

. I give the sign : the slaves cry, “ Ho for 
Gwynn 1 " 

'"Teach them,” quoth I, "the way we grip in 
Wales.” 

And, leaping down where hateful boatswains 
shake, 

I win the key — let loose a storm of 
slaves : 

" When captives hold the whip, let drivers 
quake,” 

They cry; "sit down, ye. Dons, and row for 
Drake, 

Or drink to England’s Queen in foaming 
waves.” 

We leap adown the hatches ; in the dark 

^ We stab the Dons at random, till I see 
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A spark that trembles like a tinder-spark, 
Waxing and brightening, till it seems to be 
A fleshless skull, with C3'es of joyful fire : 

Tlien, lo I a bony shape with lifted hands 
A bony mouth that chants an anthem dire, 
O’ertopping groans, o’ertopping Ocean’s quire 
A skeleton with Inca’s diadem stands 1 

It sings the song I heard an Indian sing, 
Chained by the ruthless Dons to burn at 
stake. 

When priests of Tophet chanted in a ring. 
Sniffing man’s flesh at roast for Christ His 
sake. 

Tlie Spaniards hear : they see : they fight no 
more ; 

Tliey cross their foreheads, but they dare 
not speak. 

Anon the spectre, when the strife is o’er 
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Melts from the dark, then glimmers as before, 

Burning upon the conquered galley’s beak. 

And now the moon breaks through the night, 
and shows 

The Royal bearing down upon our craft — 

Then comes a broadside close at hand, which 
strows 

Our deck with bleeding bodies fore and aft. 

I take the helm ; I put the galley near : 

We grapple in silver sheen of moonlit surge. 

Amid the RoyaPs din I laugh to hear 

The curse of many a British mutineer, 

The crack, crack, crack of boatswain’s biting 
scourge 

" Ye scourge in vain,” quoth I, “ scourging for 
life 

Slaves who shall row no more to .save the 
Don ; ” 
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For from the RoyaPs poop, above the strife. 

Their captain gazes at our Skeleton ! 

“ Wliat I is it thou, Pirate of El Dorado ? " 

He shouts in English tongue. And there, 
behold 1 

Stands he, the devil’s commodore, Medrado. 

" Ay 1 ay I ” quoth I, " Spain owes me one 
strappado 

For scuttling Philip’s ship of stolen 
gold. 

" I come for that strappado now,” quoth 1. 

"What means yon thing of burning bones? ” 
he saith. 

" ’Tis God’s Revenge cries, ' Bloody Spain shall 
die I ’ 

The king of El Dorado’s name is Death. 

Strike home, ye slaves ; your hour is coming 
swift," 
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1 ciy ; “ strong hands are stretched to save 
you now ; 

Show yonder spectre you are worth the gift.” 

But when the Royal, captured, rides adrift, 

I look : the skeleton hath left our prow. 

When all are slain, the tempest’s wings have 
fled. 

But still the sea is dreaming of the storm : 

Far down the ofBng glows a spot of red, 

My ^oul knows well it hath that Inca’s form. 

“ It lights,” quoth I, “ the red cross banner of 
Spain 

There on the flagship where Medina sleeps — 

Hell’s banner, wet with sweat of Indians’ 
pain. 

And tears of women yoked to treasure train. 
Scarlet of blood for which the New World 
weeps. 

H 



> >4 C/lJJISTAfAS A7’ THE MEKAiAW 

There on the dark the flagship of the Don • 
To me seems luminous of the spectre’s glow ; 

But soon an arc of gold, and then tlic Sun, 
Rise o’er the reddening billows, proud and 
slow ; 

Then, through the curtains of the morning mist, 
That take all shifting colours as they shake, 

I see tile great Armada coil and twist 

Miles, miles along the ocean’s amethyst, 

Like hell’s old snake of hate — tlie winged 
snake. 

And, when the hazy veils of Morn are thinned. 
That snake accursed, with wings which swell 
and puff 

Before the slackening horses of the wind. 

Turns into shining ships tliat tack and luff 

“ “their floating citadels. 

The same, the priests have vouched for 
musket-proof. 
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Caracks and hulks and nimble caravels, 

That sailed with us to sound of Lisbon bells — 
Yea, sailed from Tagus’ mouth, for Christ’s 
behoof. 

For Christ’s behoof they sailed : see how they go 
With that red skeleton to show the way 
There sitting on Medina’s stem aglow — 

A hundred sail and forty-nine, men say ; 
Behold them, brothers, galleon and galeasse — 
Their dizened turrets bright of many a 
plume. 

Their gilded poops, their shining guns of brass. 
Their trucks, their flags — behold them, how 
they pass — 

With God’s Revenge for figurehead — to 


Doom I 
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Now drink to Drake and drink to those 
Who when they saw through evening's purple 
veils 

Two far-divided points that rose — 

Two crescent horns that brightened into sails — 

Laughed — though methinks their laugh was 
grim — 

Laughed when those horns like evening’s 
pinion tips 

Burnt ruddier, and the centre dim 

Came up and filled the horizon’s rim — 
Laughed loud and cried ; “See how the pirzes 
swim, 

Our Spanish ships” — 

The men who saw the Armada float, 

And lit the beacon fires to spread the news, 
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While smack, and hoy, and fishing boat 
Swelled big with pride, and landsmen joined 
the crews. 

Papist like Lutheran met with laughter 
The ban of Rome — Drink to those Papist halls 
That rang with shouts from rush to rafter, 
“Whate'er the bans the winds may waft 
her, 

England's true men arc we and Pope’s men 
after. 

When England calls.” 


DRAYTON. 

Fill every cup with Mermaid-sack, 

And sing a song of Drake and Howard’s men, 
Who broke the Spanish Bloodhound’s back 
In England’s glorious week of triumph, when 
Her fate, which aye was Freedom’s fate. 
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Hung on the sons she suckled to be frce- 
When dow7i before them in the Strait 
Went that fell flag the free waves hate, 

And God said : “ England, this is thine estate! 
And gave the sea. 

CHORUS. 

The seal 

Thus did England fight ; 

And shall not England smite 
With Drake’s strong stroke in battles yet to be?* 
And while the winds have power 
Shall England lose the dower 
She won in that great hour — 

Tlie sea ? 

* He who aUve to them a Dragon was 
Shalbe a Dragon unto them againc. 

For with his death his terrour shall not passe 
But still amid the aire he shall remains 

SirFra,:cis Drake, by CHAar.Es FrizGEOFFREV 
Oxford, 1596. 
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BEN JONSON. 

(Turning to Raleigh.) 

To vrin the Theban prize, each brought his 
lay, 

When, lo! a stranger stood, wind-flushed 
and tanned. 

Who sang of marvellous sights in many a land 

And voices heard on waters far away. 

But fools shall give to fools the bay for prize. 

Yea, though Apollo’s self hath brought an 
ode : 

And songs are sung in Time's forgotten mode 

When high gods sing from still-receding skies. 

The bard whose song the Thebans might not 
follow, 

Because he sang of more than Theban things, 
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Wa<5 he whose music, struck from Natures 
strings, 

Buildcd tile v/nlis of Ilion, great Apollo. 


Cried Phoebus, soaring high — his bright ieet 


With Day that quenched the day and hid the 
town — 

Ye spurn Apollo as a sunburnt, clotvn, 

Ye pallid priestlings of a sunburnt god I 

"Tlie milk-white forehead, tender and dainty- 
skinned, 

Your s=„,p.„„ 

quaff V 


Wine of 


laugh ; 

Gods know the 
wind." 




sun-god bronzed by brin/„„. 
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Tlie Mermaid, "Ocean-shepherd, "drinks to thee: 
Sunburnt thou art, and knowest the great 
round world. 

As Phoebus knows: tell us howEngland hurled 
Spain to the bottom of the guardian sea. 

CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, merry place. 

Where he goes with fondest face, 

Brightest eye, brightest hair : 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place : 

Where ? 

RALEIGH. 

Hail to the wassail-steam that rises 
Above the head of him who brewed it, Ben. 

Rare shapes it takes and wondrous guises 
Of ships, and flags, and guns, and fighting 


men. 
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The Mermaid's spicy steam to-night 
Brings back the curling clouds of other smoke— 
Less dainty of scent, less pure and white, 
Yet sweet and full of high delight 
To me who saw how English sailors fight 
On English oak. 

I feel the west wind blowing in, 

And, when out-warps the fleet of every sail, 

I hear Drake say, “'Twill soon begin. 

The game between the sword-fish and the 
whale ” — 

Hear Wynter say: "Those galleons towered, 
With Philip s trinkets, PhiUp's filigree, 

nd painted trucks and pennons flowered, 
feel the stroke of England’s Howard, 
And touch the ships of Drake whose keels 
have scoured 

Philip's own sea.” 
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CHORUS. 

The sea ! 

Thus did England fight ; 

And shall not England smite 
With Drake’s strong stroke in battles yet to be ? 
And while the winds have power 
Shall England lose the dower 
She won in that great hour — 

Tlie sea ? 


RALEIGH. 

Out-warp the ships the Spaniard knew 
Ere Drake returned from “singeing Philip’s 
beard,” 

With flags that under Cadiz flew 
When right between the Spanish keels he 
steered ; 

Out-warp the ships John Hawkins made — 
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Hornets for golden bees from El Dorado — 
With keels as fine as rapier-blade, 

SUpping to follow or evade 

As swiftly through a Spanish cannonade 
As sea-gull’s shadow. 

Ofl Pljnnouth Sound the Sabbath smiles 
When whale and swordfish meet in deadly 
play— 

Wlien up the Channel, miles on miles, 

The swordfish stabs and stabs and glides away. 

The Spaniard hath both sail and oar. 

And what hath England ? Sons who strike 
with glee 

To music of the cannon’s roar 

Strike, strike till e’en the rooks on shore 
Rise scared, and Channel sea-fowls wheel and 
soar 

Right out to sea. 
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CHORUS. 

Tlic sea 1 

Tlius did England fight ; 

And shall not England smite 
With Drake's strong stroke in battles yet to be ? 
And while the winds have power 
Shall England lose the dower 
She won in tliat great hour — 

The sea? 

RAtriGH. 

And now from bays and creeks and coves, 
Through all the sacred ways, from farthest 
Scillies 

To that sweet bay where whispering groves 
Stretch on to many a lawn of Jersey lilies ; 

From Lyme to that flower-fragrant home 
Of nightingale and rose, beloved Wight, 
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I ilcy conic — in};mac‘;5, in FfcifTs they coine— • 
And even in little shallop;; some — • 

To show how foes Avho brave our Channel-foam 
Will have to light. 

When, like a plaj-ful hound rclca'cd, 

From purple portals of the opening day 
At last tile wind from out the cast 
Drives smoke and vapour over Wcj'inouth Bay* 
Medina hath the wind, he sees, 

And bears on How'ard’s line with luckless 
might ; 

And Drake knows well the Narrow Seas 
Tliat nurtured him— knows hovr the breeze 
Of summer follows all the sun's decrees 
From dawn till night. 

At last Medina finds his goal. 

And, safe as hunted wolf within his lair. 
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He anchors close by Calais shoal, 

While England's sea-dogs fret around him 
there. 

Damned be the foe who will not fight!" 
Sailh W3mtcr. “ List, my Lord High Admiral ; 
Beneath yon moon a-shining bright 
There lies the Don in direst plight, 

With riddled hulls and sails — with men in 
fright, 

But fight he shall. 

" O’ nights, my lord, the tide sets down 
To where yon gaudy-bellied gold-tubs lie 
So close they seem like Plymouth town 
Save for the lanterns swaying there on high. 

When midnight sounds by Spanish bells, 
To-morrow night, before the moon shines free. 
Send fire-ships round their caravels. 

Their clumsy galleon-citadels ; 
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Tlic Don ^vill deem tliein ‘Ain\vcn>‘s floaling 
belts' 

Tlint bum on sen.” 

CHOItt'S. 

'Die sea ! 

Tlius did England fight ; 

And shall not England smite 
With Drake’s strong stroke in battles yet to be ? 
And •n-hile the winds have power 
Shall England lose the dower 
She won in that great hour — 

Tlic sea? 


nAIXIGH. 

The midnight bells ! I hear them rung I 
In strength the Spaniard sleeps, but battle- 
thinned ; 
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No dreams hath he of Prowse and Young, 
Tlierc stealing •n’itb the fire-ships down the 
wind, 

Till smoke up-curls and flames devour 
And Night’s black wings arc glowing like fiery 
pinions, 

Which w’ax in light and wax in power, 
Illuming Gravclincs wakened tower 
With sparks and flakes that seem a ruddy 
shower 

From hell's dominions. 

Troops, priests, and sailors dance with dread, 
As dance bewildered steeds in burning stables ; 

Sails open in the reeking red : 

The Fleet Invincible hath slipped its cables ! 

“ The Antwerp fire ! the floating mine 1 ” 

The Spaniards shout. But nowthere comes to me 
A sign T know, the Channel’s sign — 


I 
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A sound most like the sleuth hound's whine 
When slot is found : Drake knows that ciy 
divine : 

Tis England’s sea i 

CHORUS. 

The sea I 

Tlius did England fight ; 

And shall not England smite 
With Drake’s strong stroke in battles yet to be 7 
And while the winds have power 
Shall England lose the dower 
She won in that great hour — 

The sea ? 


Raleigh. 

Six miles from shore lies trembling Spain, 
Yearning for Calais Roads and Flushing sands ; 
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But Drake hath said, " Never again 
Shall Parma with the Golden Duke shake 
hands.” 

The south-west wind has never shifted, 

And there, while morning opes bewildered eyes, 
While Spain lies shattered, scattered, drifted. 
With hulls and sails the balls have rifted. 
Both warring fleets as by a hand are lifted — 
Our billows rise 1 

While morning gazes o’er the waves, 

Gilding the ships, the Spaniards sallow-skinned. 
The cruel oars, the weary slaves, 

Drake starts: “What signs are these on sea 
and wind ? ” 

He knows what glorious combatant 
Is moving now to hold our England free ; 

He knows our Channel’s covenant 
With Freedom — knows how billows pant. 
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Ere yet begins the Channel’s English chant 
Of wind and sea. 

CHORUS. 

The sea ! 

Thus did England fight ; 

And shall not England smite 
Witli Drake’s strong stroke in battles 5’et to be ? 
And while the winds have power 
Shall England lose the dower 
She won in that great hour — 

The sea ? 


RALEIGH. 

The choirboys sing the matin song, 

When down falls Sejnnour on the Spaniard’s 
right. 

He drives the wing — a huddled throng — 
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Bacii on the centre ships, tliat steer for flight. 

Wliilc galleon hurtles galeasse, 

And oars that fight each otht.t kill the slaves, 
As sc3’thes cut down the summer grass, 
Drake closes on the writhing mass, 

Tlirough which the balls at closest ranges pass. 
Skimming the waves. 

Fiercely do galley and galeasse fight, 
Running from ship to ship like living things. 

With oars like legs, with beaks that smite, 
Winged centipedes they seem with tattered 
wings. 

Through smoke we see their chiefs encased 
In shining mail of gold where blood congeals ; 
And once I see within a waist 
Wild English captives ashen-faced. 

Their bending backs by Spanish scourges laced 
In purple weals. 
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(David G^vy^•N here leaps up, pale and panling, and 
bares a scarred arm, but at a sign from Kai^iGB 
sits doom again.) 

The Don fights well, but fights not now 
The cozened Indian whom he kissed for friend, 
To pluck the gold from off the brow, 

Then fling the flesh to priests to bum and 
rend. 

He hunts not now the Indian maid 
With bloodhound's bay — Pern's confiding 
daughter, 

^Vho saw in flowery bower or glade 
The stranger's god-like cavalcade. 

And worshipped, while he planned Pizarro's' 
trade 

Of rape and slaughter. 

His fight is now with Drake and Wynter 
Hawkins, and Frobisher, and English fire. 
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Bullet and cannon ball and splinter, 

Till every deck gleams, greased with bloody 
mire : 

Heaven smiles to see that battle wage, 

Close battle of musket, carabine, and gun ; 

Oh, vainly doth the Spaniard rage 
Like any wolf that tears his cage 1 
'Tis English sails shall win the weather gauge 
Till set of sun 1 

Their troops, superfluous as their gold, 
Out-numbering all their seamen two to one, 

Are packed away in eveiy hold — 

Targets of flesh for every English gun — 

Till, like Pizarro’s halls of blood. 

Or slaughter-pens where swine or beeves are 
pinned, 

Lee-scuppers pour a crimson flood. 

Reddening the waves for many a rood. 
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As eastward, eastward still tlie galleons scud 
Before tlic wind. 

" Doth niight3' Parma wait to join 
The ‘ deathless fleet ’ that holds four thousand 
dead ? 

That fleet shall never turn the Groyne 
If cannon-gear be ours and sailors’ bread ” 

As thus he speaks brave Cumberland 
Sweeps down to" set the crown on Victor}’! 
While privateers on every hand 
Are flocking, flocking, from the land, 

To drive out Philip's Pope-anointed band 
To the open sea. 

CHORUS. . 

The seal 
Thus did England fight; 

And shall not England smite 
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With Drake’s strong stroke in battles yet to be? 
And while the winds have power 
Shall England lose the dower 
She won in that great hour — 

TIic sea ? 


BEN JONSO.V. 

{At the conclusion of Raleigh’s song.) 

Sweet is the song of victories 
Which only leaves the singer’s deed unsung. 


{He stofs, having ferccived that G WSN, vho has been 
foUawing'RMJCtGV.'sstory with intense excitement, 
has now passed into a condition resembling hysteria, 
staring into the air and pulling open his dress to 
display scars of the branding iron and of the 
boatswain's galley-scourge. ) 


Look to thy friend ! Before his eyes 
What ghostly picture in the air is hung ? 



cun/siMJs AT 7///: 


JjS 


i.oi>cr:. 

Good ^fn5tc^ Gwj'nn, wc pray tlicc tc!I 
riic Mcnnaid what hath blanched tliy lips and 
brow. 


DEKfcnn. 

Some sight he sees of Death or Hell. 

ClIAPJtAN. 

We mar\’el, friend, what mighty spell, 
Making each vein upon thy forehead swell. 
Hath seized thee now. 

Cm'NN. 

With towering sterns, with golden stems 
That totter in the smoke before their foe, 

I see them pass the mouth of Thames, 
With death above the billows, death below I 
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Who leads them down the tempest’s path, 
From Thames to Yarc, from Yarc to Tweed 
mouth blown, 

Past many a Scottish hill and strath. 

All helpless in the wild wind’s wrath. 

Each mainmast stooping, creaking hkc a lath 
The Skeleton 1 


At tosth ttilh ton the cape fe 
Aad facter and Taster stlU the billows conte 

To coil and boil till every mast 

. , V -.no. fl-ikes of snowy foam. 
Is flecked with clinging hakes o 


1 see, I see, where galleons pitch. 

That Inca’s bony shape hum on the waves, 
Flushing each emerald scarp and d.tch. 
While Mother Carey, Orkney’s w.tch. 

Waves to the Spectre’s song her lantern- 


switch 


O'er occan-gravcs. 
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The Rlirnmcrinp crov/ri of Scotland’s head 
riicy pa‘;ri. No Ibc dares follow but the storm. 

I he Spectre, like a sun.sct red, 

Illumines iniglity AVrath's defiant form, 

And makes the dreadful granite peak 
Bum o’er the ships with brows of prophecy; 
Afea, makc.s that silent countenance speak 
Above the tempest's foam and reek, 

More loud than all the loudest winds that 
shriek, 

" Tyrants, ye die I ” 

The Spectre, by the Orkney Isles, 

Writes God s Revenge ” on waves that climb 
and dash, 

Foaming right up the sand-built piles, 

mere ships are hurled. It. sings amid the 
crash ; 

Yea, sings amid the tempest's roar, 
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Snapping of ropes, cracking of spars set 
free, 

And yells of captives chained to oar, 

And cries of those who strike for shore, 

“ Spain's murderous breath of blood shall foul 
no more 

The righteous sea ! ” 


BEN JONSON. 

So lists the Mermaid to the sailor's song,* 

But let not wassail cool on Christmas 
Eve ; 

Tiie hero’s tale being told, why, let us 
leave 

For merrier themes the fight of Right with 
Wrong. 

* " So lists the sailor to the mermaid’s song .” — Arifm of 
Fevtrsham. 
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•WASSAIL CHORUS. 
CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, merry place. 
Wliere he goes with fondest face, 
Brightest C3’e, brightest hair; 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place ; 

Where ? 


RALEIGH. 

Tis by Devon's glorious halls, 

Whence, dear Ben, 1 come again : 
Bright with golden roofs and walls — 

El Dorado's rare domain — 

Seem those halls when sunlight launches 
Shafts of gold through leafless branches, 
Where the winter’s feathery mantle blanches 
Field and farm and lane. 
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CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, meny place. 
Where he goes with fondest face. 
Brightest eye, brightest hair : 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place : 
Wlicre? 


DRAYTON. 

’Tis where Avon’s wood-sprites weave 
Through the boughs a lace of rime. 
While, the bells of Christmas Eve 
Fling for Will the Stratford-chime 
O’er the river-flags embossed 
Rich with floweiy runes of frost — 

O’er the meads where snowy tufts are 
tossed — 


Strains of olden time. 
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CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, merry place, 
Where he goes with fondest face, 
Brightest eye, brightest hair : 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place : 

Where ? 


shakspeare’s friend. 

’Tis, methinks, on any ground 

Where our Shnkspcare's feet arc set. 
There smiles Christmas, holly-crowned 
With his blithest coronet : 
Friendship’s face he loveth well : 

’Tis a countenance whose spell 
Sheds a balm o'er every mead and del) 
Where we used to fret. 
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CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, merry place, 
Where he goes with fondest face. 
Brightest eye, brightest hair : 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place : 

Where? 


HEYWOOD, 

More than all the pictures, Ben, 
Winter weaves by wood or stream, 
Christmas loves our London, when 
Rise thy clouds of wassail-steam — 
Clouds like these, that, curling, take 
Forms of faces gone, and wake 
Many a lay from lips we loved, and make 


London like a dream. 
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CHORUS. 

Christmas knows a merry, mcrr}' place. 
Wliere Jie goes with fondest face, 
Brightest e3'e, brightest hair : 

Tell the Mermaid where is that one place : 

WTiere ? 


BEN JONSO.N*. 

Love’s old songs shall never die. 

Yet the new shall suffer proof; 
Love’s old drink of Yule brew I, 
Wassail for new love's behoof : 
Drink the drink I brew, and sing 
Till the berried brandies swing, 

Till our song make all the Mermaid ring- 
Yea, from rush to roof. 
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FINALE. 

Cliristmas loves this merry, merri" place : — 
Christmas saith with fondest face 
Brightest eye, brightest hair : 

" Ben ! the drink tastes rare of sack and macc : 
Rare I " 



A TALK ON WATERLOO 
BRIDGE 

THE 1U.ST SIGHT OF GEORGE BORROW 

We talked of “ Children of the Open Air,” 
Who once on hill and valley lived aloof, 
Loving the sun, the wind, the sweet reproof 
Of storms, and all that makes the fair earth 
fair, 

Till, on a day, across the mystic bar 
Of moonrise, came the “ Children of the 
Roof,” 

Wlro find no balm 'neath evening’s rosiest 
woof. 

Nor dews of peace beneath the Morning Star 
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We looked o’er London, where men wither and_ 
choke, 

Roofed in, poor souls, renouncing stars and 
skies. 

And lore of woods and wild wind prophecies, 

Yea, every voice that to their fathers spoke : 

And sweet it seemed to die ere bricks and 
smoke 

Leave never a meadow outside Paradise. 



MISCELLANEOUS 


POEMS 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 

A DEAD POET 

Thou knewest that island, far away and lone, 
Whose shores are as a harp, where billows 
break 

In spray of music and the breezes shake 
O'er spicy seas a woof of colour and tone, 
While that sweet music echoes like a moan 
In the island's heart, and sighs around the 
lake, 

Where, watching fearfully a watchful snake, 
A damsel weeps upon her emerald throne. 
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Life’s ocean, breaking round thy senses' shore, 
Struck golden song, as from the strand of 
Day: 

For us the joy, for thee the fell foe lay 
Pain’s blinking snake around the fair isle s core, 
Turning to sighs the enchanted sounds that 
play 

Around thy lovely island evermore. 
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t 

Yon sightless poet* whom thou leav’st behind, 
Sightless and trembling like a storm-struck 
tree, 

Above the grave he feels but cannot see. 
Save with the vision Sorrow lends the 
mind. 

Is he indeed the loneliest of mankind ? 

Ah no I — For all his sobs, he seems to me 
Less lonely standing there, and nearer thee. 
Than I — less lonely, nearer — standing blind ! 


Philip Bourke Marston. 
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Free from the day, and piercing Life's disguise 
That needs must partly enveil true heart’ 
from heart. 

His inner eyes may see thee as thou art 
In Alemory’s land — see thee beneath the 
skies 

Lit by thy brow — by those beloved eyes, 
While I stand by him in a world apart. 


n 

I stand like her who on the glittering Rhine 
Saw that strange swan which drew a faery 
boat 

Where shone a knight whose radiant fore- 
head smote 

Her soul with light and made her blue eyes 
shine 
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A GRAVE EV THE EE/J 
For .oony a day with sieMo ‘l>»t roomed divine, 
TUI .tat false swan returned and arched ins 
throat 

In pride, and ealled him, and she saw him 
float 

Adown the stream : 1 stand hkc her and pi 

1 stand like her, for she, and only she, 

Might know my loneliness for want o 
Light swam into her soul, she askc 

whence, 

Fmed it with joy n, elouds of life -><> 
smother. 

And then, departing like a vision thenee 

Lefthermorelonely than the blind, my brother. 
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III 

Last night Death whispered ; " Death is but 
the name 

Man gives the Power which lends him bfe 
and light, 

And then, returning past the coast of nigbh 

Takes what it lent to shores from whence it 
came.” 

What balm in knowing the dark doth but 
reclaim 

The sun it lent, if day hath taken flight ? 

Art thou not vanished — vanished from my 
sight — 

Though somewhere shining, vanished all the 
same ? 


With Nature dumb, save for the billows’ moan. 
Engirt by men I love, yet desolate — 
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Standing with brothers here, yet dazed 
lone, 

King’d by my sorrow, made by gnef so 
great 

That man’s voice murmurs like an insects 
drone — 

What balm, 1 ask, in knowing that Death is 
Fate ? 


IV 


Last night Death 


whispered: » Life’s purblind 


procession, 

Flickering with 

Tim* fen-name over Death’s dark tern- 


tory — 
Will leave no 
sion. 


trail, no sign of Life’s aggres- 
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Yon moon that strikes the pane, the stars in 
session, 

Are weak as Man they mock with fleeting 
glory. 

Since Life is only Death’s frail feudatory. 
How shall love hold of Fate in true possession?” 

I answered thus : “ If Friendship’s isle of palm 
Is but a vision, every loveliest leaf. 

Can knowledge of its mockery soothe and calm 
This soul of mine in this most fiery grief? 

If Love but holds of Life through Death in 
fief. 

What balm in knowing that Love is Death’s — 
what balm ? 
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V 

Yea, thus I boldly answered Death — even I 

TOio have for boon — who have for deathless 
dower — 

Thy love, dear friend, which broods, a magic 
power, 

Filling with music earth and sea and sky: 

" O Death,” I said, "not Love, but thou shalt 
die; 

For, this I know, though thine is .now the 
hour, 

And thine these angry clouds of doom that 
lour, 

Death striking I-ove but strikes to deify.” 

Yet while I spoke I sighed in loneliness, 

For strange seemed Man, and Life seemed 
comfortless, 

I. 



IC2 A GRAVE BY THE SEA 

And night, whom we two loved, seemed 
strange and dumb ; 

And, waiting till the dawn the promised sign, 

I watched — I listened for that voice of thine, 
Though Reason said : " Nor voice nor face 
can come." 


Birchington, Eastertide iSSa 



THE OMNIPOTENCE OF LOVE 
I 

THE SLAVE GIRL'S PROGRESS TO PARADISE* 

{Beneath the cypress overhanging her lover’s tomh the 
slave girl lies stretched on the stone. In the shadow 
ty the tree are seen the " wide black eyes " and the 
sombre wings of Axraeel, the Angel of Death.) 

THE SLAVE GIRL. 

Angel of Death ! Hearken in yonder wood 
How turtle and nightingale are murmuring 

u Pity”; 

• Although the Koran refers three times to the wives of 
the just accompanying them into Paradise (Sura xiii. 
36-42), and although there is a tradition of a Paradise 
apart from the men reserved for the few women whom 
Mohammed did not see in his vision of perdition, the 
popular notion in some Mohammedan countries is that 
women have no souls to be either blessed or damned, 
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Save me from Azraeel — him whose sword 
divides 

Love’s dearest bonds — whose malice struck 
to sever 

My life from one who loves me, though he 
bides 

Where never slave girl stood, with houri brides. 

I would not die, but live and weep for ever. 


ilyXs to azraeet., 

Yea, Love is strong! This child would spend 
her days 

Here on this tomb with cypress boughs for 
cover. 

While travellers whisper as they stop and gaze 

Across the graveyard, "See how love can craze I 
She lives upon the tomb where sleeps her 
lover.” 
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THE SLAVE GIRL. 

\ 

Death knows I have no soul, and never more 
Those lips shall touch the widowed lips that 
quiver 

With memories of the light which once they 
wore. 

Death knows I have no soul with wings to 
soar 

To one who stands beside the Holy river. 


{A spirit tescmiling the slave girl herself in form ani 
feature, but winged like a Peri, descends from the 
sunset clouds, leaving an iridescent track behind it.) 


ilyAs to AZRAEEI- 

Lol Allah sends a Visiori down the air 

leaves a rainbow track o'er thy 
dominions. 
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THE SLAVE GIRL. 

What shape is that which treads the Peris’ 
stair? 

It stands beside me now with shining hair, 

I breathe the musk of Aidenn from its 
pinions. 


ilyXs. 

No soulless Peri this whose eyes illume 
With mirrored radiance of a deathless 
glory 

The cypress branches round thy lover's 
tomb, 

And flush the vans of Death with such a 
bloom 


That Evening’s rosy wings seem wan and 
hoary. 



I6S THE OMNIPOTENCE OF LOVE 
THE SLAVE GIRL TO THE VISION. 

Spirit, whose tears are falling on the stone, 
Doth sorrow stamp an angel’s forehead 
human ? 

Thou speakest not, but as a sight half knoivn. 

Within a dream, thy face seems like mine 
own. 

And eyes that weep must needs be kin to 
woman. 


AZRAEEL. 

Thy lover waiteth by the Holy Lote. 

the slave girl. 

With houris ? 


AZRAEEL. 

Nay, he loveth still a maiden. 
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THE SLAVE GIRL. 

Tliat maiden hath no soul to ford the moat. 

r 

ilyA.s. 

Thou’rt loved of Allah ! 


THE SLAVE GIRL. 

Yet his servant smote 
Him whom the houris dare not clasp in 
Aidenn. 

{The sfinl staofs and, hisses the slave girls Jarehcad ) 


ilyXs. 

I think the spirit’s kiss upon thy brow 
Seals Allah’s promise of a blissful morrow. 


THE SLAVE GIRL TO THE VISION. 


Morrow for me I Speak, spirit, who art thou ? 
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THE ^OMNIPOTENCE OF LOVE 

, ilyAs. 

'Tis thine own soul — the spirit with thee now 
Is thine own soul new-lit by love and 
sorrow. 


II 

THE BEDOUIN-CHILD 

{Among the Bedouins a father in enumerating his 
children never counts his daughters, for a daughter 
is considered a disgrace.) 

IlyXs the prophet, lingering’ 'neath the moon, 

Heard from a tent a child’s heart-withering 
wail, 

Mixt with the message of the nightingale, 
entering, found, sunk in mysterious 
swoon, 

A little maiden dreaming there alone. 

She babbled of her father sitting pale 



THE OMNIPOTENCE OF LOVE 


tyi 


’Neath wings of Death — 'mid sights of 
sorrow and bale, 

And pleaded for his life in piteous tone. 

“ Poor child, plead on," the succouring prophet 
saith. 

While she, with eager lips, like one who 
tries 

To kiss a dream, stretches her arms and 
cries 

To Heaven for help — “Plead on; such pure 
love-breath, 

Reaching the Throne, might stay the wings of 
Death 

That, in the Desert, fan thy father’s eyes.” 

The drouth-slain camels lie on every hand ; 

Seven sons await the morning vultures’ 
claws ; 
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'Mid enipt3'' ivater-skins and camel-maws 

The father sits, the last of all the band. 

He mutters, drowsing o’er the moonlit sand> 

" Sleep fans my brow : Sleep makes us all 
pashas ; 

Or, if the wings are Death's, why Azraeel 
draws 

A childless father from an empt^' land.” 

Nay," saith a Voice, "the wind of Azraeel's 
wings 

A child’s sweet breath hath stilled; so God 
decrees ” : — 

A camel’s bell comes tinkling on the breeze, 
Filling the Bedouin’s br^in with bubble of 
springs 

And scent of flowers and shadow of wavering 
trees 

Where, from a tent, a little maiden sings. 



JOHN THE PILGRIM 


A.D. 12^9 
THE MIRAGE 

Benxath the sand-storm John the Pilgrim 
prays ; 

But ivhen he rises, lo! an Eden smiles, 

Green leafy slopes, meadows of chamomiles, 
Claspt in a silvery river’s winding maze . 

« Water, water 1 Blessed be God ! ” he says, 
And totters gasping toward those happy 

isles. 

Then all is fled! Over the sandy piles 

The bald-eyed vultures come and stand at 


gaze. 
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JOHVt THE PILGRIM 
“God heard me not/' says he, “blessed be 
Godl" 

And dies. But as he nears the pearly 
strand, 

Hcav’n’s outer coast where waiting angels 
stand. 

He looks below : “ Farewell, thou hooded clod, 

Brown corpse the vultures tear on bloody 
sand : 

God heard my prayer for life — blessed be 
God 1 " 



COLUMBUS 


FOR THE FESTIVAL AT HUELVA 

A Castilla y a I-con 
Nuevo Mundo did Colon. 

To Christ he cried to quell Death’s deafening 
measure 

Sung by the storm to Death's own chartless 
sea; 

To Christ he cried for glimpse of grass or 
tree 

When, hovering o'er the calm, Death watched 
at leisure ; 

And when he showed the men, now dazed 
with pleasure. 



COLUMBUS 


17C 

F aith’s new world glittering star-like on the 
lee, 

" I trust that by the help of Christ," said he, 
“ I presently shall light on golden treasure." 

What treasure found he ? Chains and pains 
and sorrow — 

Yea, all the wealth those noble seekers find 
Whose footfalls mark the music of mankind i 
Twas his to lend a life : 'twas Man’s to borrow: 
Twas his to make, but not to share, the 
morrow 

Who in Love's memoiy h'ves this morn en- 
shrined. 



BEATRICE 


FOR THE SIXTH CENTENARY OF BEATRICE’S DEATH, 
COMMEMORATED AT FLORENCE IN MAY, 1 89O 

Thou, spreading through six hundred years an 
air 

Of memory fresh as Morning’s altar-spicc, 
Thou, Star of Dante — Star of Paradise, 

Hast made the star of womanhood more fair ; 
For though thou art now his lofty guardian 
there. 

Victress o’er jealous Sin, who dared entice 
His feet from thee * — ^though now the high 
device 

• •• Parg. c. XXX. See also Guido Cavalcanti's sonnet 
to Dante Alighieri, rebnting his way of life after the death 
of Beatrice. 
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BEATIilCE 


Of wisdom lights tlic wreath around thine 
hair; 

Tliose e3'cs can dim the angels’ e^’es above 
Because they tell what flight was thine 
below : 

No eagle-flight past peaks of fire and snov, 
But through Life’s leaves the flutter of a doie 
Whose beating wings soothed Dante's air with 
love — 

Struck music from the wind of Dante’s woe. 



THE THREE FAUSTS 


INSCRIBED TO MISS ELEONORE d’eSTERRE KEELING 

I 

THE MUSIC OF HELL 

I HAD a dream of wizard harps of hell 
Beating through starry worlds a pulse of pain 
That held them shuddering in a fiery spell, 
Yea, spite of all their songs — a fell refrain 
Which, leaping from some red orchestral sun, 
Through constellations and through eyeless 
space 

Sought some pure core of bale, and finding 
one 

,(An orb whose shadows flickering on her face 



i8o THE THREE FAUSTS 

Seemed tragic shadows from some comic mimC; 
Incarnate visions mouthing hopes and fears 
That Fate was playing to the Fiend of Time), 
Died in a laugh ’mid oceanic tears : 

“ Berlioz,” I said, " thy strong hand makes me 
weep, 

That God did ever wake a world from sleep. 


II 

THE MUSIC OF EARTH 
I had a dream of golden harps of earth : 

And when they shook the web of human life. 
The warp of sorrow and the weft of mirth. 
Divinely trembling in a blissful strife, 

Seemed answering in a dream that master- 
song 

Which built the world and lit the holy skies. 
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l8l 

Oh, then my listening soul waxed great and 
strong 

Till m3'^ flesh trembled at her high replies ! 

But when the web seemed answering lower 
strings 

Wliich hymn the temple at the god’s expense, 
And bid the soul fly low on fleshly wings 
To gather dews — rich honey-dews of sense, 

" Gounod," I said, “ I love that siren-breath, 
Though with it chimes the throbbing heart of 
Death.” 


Ill 

THE MUSIC OF HEAVEN 

I had a dream of azure harps of heaven 
Beating through starry worlds a pulse of 
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THE THREE FAUSTS 


Quickening the light with Love’s electric 
leaven, 

Quelling Death’s hand, uplifted to destroy, 
Building the rainbow there with tears of man 
High over hell, bright over Night’s ab3'sses, * 
The arc of sorrow in a smiling span 
Of tears of many a lover’s dying kisses. 

And tears of many a Gretchen’s towering 
sorrow. 

And many a soul fainting for dearth of kin. 
And many a soul that hath but night for 
morrow. 

And many a soul that hath no day but sin ; 
"Schumann,” I said, "thine is a wondrous 
story 

Of tears so bright they dim the seraphs’ 


glory.” 



TOAST TO OMAR KHAYYlM 


.^N EAST ANGLIAN ECHO-CHORUS 

INSCRIBED TO OLD OMARIAN FRIENDS IN MEMORY OP 
HAPPY DAYS BY ODSE AND CAM 

CHORUS. 

In this red wine, where Memory's eyes seem 
glowing, 

And days when wines were bright by Ouse 
and Cam, 

And Norfolk's foaming nectar glittered, 
showing 

What beard of gold John Barleycorn was 
growing. 

We drink to thee, right heir of Nature's 
knowing. 


Omar Khayyam I 



TOAST TO OMAR KHAYYAM 


1S4 


I 

Star-gazer, who canst read, when Night is 
strewing 

Her scriptured orbs on Time's wide ori- 
flamme, 

Nature’s proud blazon : "Who shall bless or 
damn ? 

Life, Death, and Doom are all of my bestowingl” 
Chorus : Omar Khay3'&ni I 


II 

Et, whose stream of balm and music, flowing 
rough Persian gardens, widened till it 
swam — 

A fragrant tide no bank of Time shall dam— 
Tl-rongh Snffolt meads, whet, gor.e and ma, 
Were blowing, 

Chorus: Omar Khayyam I 
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III 

WHio blent thy song with sound of cattle 
lowing, 

And caw of rooks that perch on ewe and ram, 
And hymn of lark, and bleat of orphan lamb, 
And swish of scythe in Bredficld’s dewy 
mowing ? 

Chorus : Omar Khayyam ! 


IV 

'Twas Fitz, “Old Fitz,” whose knowledge, 
farther going 

Than lore of Omar, " Wisdom’s starry 
Cham,” 

Made richer still thine opulent epigram : 
Sowed seed from seed of thine immortal 
sowing. 


Chorus: Omar Khayylim 
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TOAST TO OMAR KHAYYAM 


I 

Star-gazer, who canst read, when Night is 
strewing 

Her scriptured orbs on Time’s wide, ori- 
flamme, 

Nature’s proud blazon: "Who shall bless or 
damn ? 

Life, Death, and Doom are all of my bestowing!” 

Chorus : Omar IChaj’yhm 1 


II 

oot, whose stream of balm and music, flowing 

ongh Persian gardens, widened till it 
swam — 

A fragrant tide no bank of Time shali dam— 
Through SuiTolk meads, whm, gorae and my 
Were blowing. 

Chorus: OmarKhayySml 



TOAST TO O^TAR KHATVAM 


iSs 


III 

\Vlio blent thy song with sound of cattle 
lowing, 

And caw of rooks that perch on ewe and ram, 
And hymn of lark, and bleat of orphan lamb, 
And swish of scythe in Brcdficld’s dewy 
mowing ? 

Chorus : Omar Khayykm ! 


IV 

Twas Fitz, “Old Fitz,” whose knowledge, 
farther going 

Than lore of Omar, “ Wisdom’s starry 
Cham,” 

Made richer still thine opulent epigram : 
Sowed seed from seed of thine immortal 
sowing. 


Chorus: Omar Khayykm 
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In this red wine, where Memoiy’s eyes seem 
glowing, 

And days when wines were bright by Ouse 
and Cam, 

And Norfolk’s foaming nectar glittered, 
showing 

What beard of gold John Barleycorn 
growing, 

We drink to thee till, hark 1 the cock is 
crowing 1 


Omar KhayySm 1 



PRAYER TO THE WINDS 


ON PLANTING AT THE HEAD OF FITZGERALD’s 
GRAVE TWO ROSE-TREES WHOSE ANCESTORS 
HAD SCATTERED THEIR PETALS OVER THE 
TOSIB OF OMAR KHAYyXm 

'* My tomb shall be o» a spot where the north-wind 
may straw roses upon it ." — Omak KiiAVvkes to 
KwXjaii Nizami. 

Hear us, ye winds ! 

From where the north-wind strows 
Blossoms that crown “the King of Wis- 
dom’s ’’ tomb. 

The trees here planted bring remembered 
bloom, 

Dreaming in seed of Love’s ancestral rose, 



t*i iTA Yr.fi 70 Tiu: vYsasn 

I'o me.irior.’s v.’htfc a brav’cr tnos^ 


O’er grccrifr ftrr-*. % o'er J!etjf'C«n>''C/ ir.rij', 
ant! 

And all Uiat tnnkc Haf.!. Kiifjlsnd'.n files’-* 
perfume 

Dearer tSsan any fragrance Perrin ktiov<'3- 

Hear un, ye v/ind’s, North, En>!t, and West and 
South, 

Tins granite covens liim wlio'sc golden mouth 
Made wiser cv’n Uic Word of Wisdom’s 
King: 

Blow softly' over OmaPs Western herald 
Till roses rich of Omar's dust shall spring 

From richer dust of Suffolk's rare Fitzgerald. 



queen KATHERINE 

OK SKKO,.= .»S AS ,=*T,.®- 

IN “KING henry MH- 

„ipce chadow-land, 

Sk^o a toagae 

Has Katherine’s soul com 
to quell 

A sister-soul incarnate, and comp 

..kbv Griers command? 

Its bodily voice to speak 3 
or i. it Katharine', .eli re.un.. to 

Returns tvith those wi 

♦ Eden’s amaranth- 
Which Memory bore o 

strand ? 



Or H U thn«, (Jcsr iVirati—’.liirt Qurtn, r^ho^t 
(zee 

'Hie ’'•nti of wKtiy tenrr. halh BeArred end 
? — 

Cnn ii he thou, tvh.o'ic pcniuB, ever young, 
Lighting the body tvitli the Kpirit'r grace, 

!•» !ov«I by Engbnd — Joved by all the race 
Round all the world cnlitikcd by Shake- 
fipcarc’s tongue 1 



DICKENS RETURNS ON CHRISTMAS 
DAY 


A ragged girl in Drury Lane was heard to exclaim 
"Dickens dead? Then will Father Christmas die 
too?” — Jutteg, tSyo. 

“Dickens is dead!” Beneath that grievous 
cry 

London seemed shivering in the summer 
heat ; 

Strangers took up the tale like friends that 
meet : 

Dickens is dead! said they, and hurried by; 
Street children stopned their games — they 
knew not why, 

But some new night seemed darkening down 
the street. 





A f;rl uj JiC' viT.y^v^vm 

Critt!, " Dlckcris dcatl ? V/i'ii Hither airiJti.-:^^ 
d.-e?" 

City he loveti, trshr r^iurr.rcc on thy way f 

He Iove»i thee fitill, in all thy foysnnd fcarj. 

Tliongh he who-.c smile made height thine eyes 
of grey — 

'nmtigl: he whose voice, uttering thy bur- 
then ed yeans, 

Made laughters bubble through thy sea of 
tears — 

Is gone, Dichena 


returns on Christmas Dtiyl 



THE CHRISTMAS TREE AT "THE 
PINES ” 


Life still hath oue romance that naught can 
bury — 

Not Time himself, who coffins Life’s 
romances — 

For still will Christmas gild the year’s mis- 
chances, 

If Childhood comes, as here, to make him 
merry — 

To kiss with lips more ruddy than the cherry — 
To smile with eyes outshining by their glances 
The Christmas tree — to dance with faiiy 
dances 

And crown his hoary brow with leaf and berry. 



*■>{ T///r cui.ist'JAs riU'E 

And fi*t to ji'.^ dc.tr fncinf, tlee rarofv 
Arc frfh rrcr. f>fij;ht it yonder 
Of inb'.ktoe «•» tim: v.liidi tJmnc and swung 
^MICll you juid I nod Fricndstiip mr.de & 
vow 

Hias Ch!l(lhoo<J’!; Qin'stnns rtill thouicl seal 
c.ndi orosv — 

Fricjidr.hip’.^, and yoiin., and mine— and teep 
u-t young. 



PROPHETIC PICTURES AT VENICE 


I 

THE WALTZ AT THE VENETIAN REVELS. 

NEW YEAR'S EVE, 1866 

Has she forgotten for such halls as these 
The domes the angels built in holy times, 
Wlien wings were ours in childhood's flowery 
climes 

To dance with butterflies and golden bees ? — 

Forgotten how the sunny-fingered breeze 
Shook out those English harebells’ magic 
chimes 

On that child-wedding morn, 'neath English 
limes, 

'Mid wild-flowers tall enough to kiss her 


knees? 





i'/- 

'Hit Su'.t' tfr.i etiiwKcKys rfr!'licd~gir‘l!0<rf 
nijf*'* 

IH-i '5tc i! f'-: d)?*' ds:;! 

\'.‘Iiri!r‘ fnr-'jff {)'j;i!iscs ‘Ci-liJ to ‘i.-dj/ 

< V. zy 

tf.irscrr;- id a tc!c ro;>'' rcver'fd? 

Or not Con'^cicncc conic ani 

' a V, 

“ Who !.clh h -T |;iory of beauty stands 
accurhcd'' ? 

But Ivan it //;is that bought her — this poor 
splendour 

That v.'on her from her troth and trifd- 
floivcr WTCalh 

Who “cracked the foxglove bells " on Gray- 
land Heath, 

Or pla^'cd ivitli playful tvinds that tried to 
bend her, 
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Or, tripping tlirougli the deer-park, tall and 
slender, 

Answered the larks above, the '"crakes be- 
neath. 

Or mocked, with glitter of laughing lips and 
teeth. 

When Love grew grave — to hide her soul’s 
surrender ? 

Her soul’s surrender ! Well — yon future 
spouse 

Paid nothing for the soul! He bought, as 
rake, 

“A woman’s points”: kisses these lips that 
shake 

The heart with wonder when they seal their 
vows — 

These eyes where hues of sky and ocean take 

All shapes of love — these brows! — m3' darling's 
brows ! 



igS PROPHETIC PICTURES 

The body knows me as I touch her waist — 
The fingers throbbing through the little 
glove — 

The fingers trembling at my arm above — 
The breast whose pearls are heaving inter- 
laced : 

All know these arms of mine that once em- 
braced. 

Though I could give no palace — only 
love — 

That gift which "only a child had, dared ap- 
prove ” — ‘ 

The soul's sweet temple holds me une^ced : 
The body feels me "crack” those foxglov^ bells 
In this soft hand to " make the \elfin 
thunder ” : \ 

In these pink ears I think the music swells \ 
To Fate's w’orld-waltz that holds the starsX^ 


asunder: 


V 



PROPHETIC PICTURES 


m 

But ’tis the soul has learnt what Mammon 
sells: 

As here we spin, what are its thoughts ? I 
wonder. 


II 

THE TEMPTATION 

THE SLEEPLESS NIGHT AFTER THE WALTZ AT 
THE VENETIAN REVELS 

When hope lies dead — ab, when 'tis death to 
live, 

And wrongs remembered make the heart 
still bleed, 

Better are Sleep's kind lies for Life’s blind 
need 

Than truth, if lies a little peace can give. 

A little peace I 'tis thy prerogative, 

O Sleep ! to lend it ; thine to quell or feed 
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t'ROpnnric pictures 


Tin's love that starves — this stan'ing soul’s 
long greed, 

And bid Regret, the queen of hell, forgive. 

Yon moon that mocks me thro’ the uncurtained 
glass 

Recalls that other night, that other moon, — 
Two English lovers on a grey lagoon, — 

The voices from the lantern’d gondolas, 

Tlie kiss, the breath, the flashing eyes, and, 
soon. 

The throbbing stillness : all the heaven that 
was. 


^ /'vw Us'brd and opens the vi:r.iow. 

spended an amulet, an antique Venetian ruby cross. 

VaZr A”’'' 

xan snes s^tl, sepeated exclamations of surf.rise. 
v-indow ImL' clothes, shuts the 

ccindoJ-fastening‘7hZ‘’"t‘‘”‘‘'^*^°^^°'' 



FROniETIC PICTURES 
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III 

PROPHETIC PICTURES ON THE 
* WALLS 

How red the light of New Year’s morning falls 

On each emblazoned pane whose tints illume 

With prophecies the pictures round the 

room ! 

The warriors, doges, nobles, cardinals. 

Battles, processions, floating festivals, 

Venetian girls, Venetian dames a-bloom 
With mid-life's chilly joys of gem andplume, — 
All leap to life upon the kindled walls. 

Each painted vision seems a living part 

Of Memory's pageant marshalled by my 
grief. 

It says, " The New Year gamers no relief. 
No solace for that anguish at thy heart.” 

The light that falls thro’ yonder amulet 
Makes every picture say, " Forget, forget.” 
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PJIOPUETIC PICTURES 


IV 

PROPHECY OF THE FIRST PICTURE 

(The light fatli through the rubies on the »/ 

•' The Dark Kmght and the Ferryman." ThtUrtr 
reads aloud the desaipiive verses on the frame.) 

The boatman sate with brawny arms em- 
browned, 

Steadying the wherry as it rocked afloat; 

The “ Dark Knight ” came, and on his shield 
and coat 

Symbols of doom and hell’s devices frowned. 
He leapt aboard. "Wilt row to Devil’s 
Ground 

For gold ? ’’ Tire man sate dumb with chok- 
ing throat. 

“Who finds the devil in his ferrj’-boat 
Must row him,” said his soul, “across the 
sound.” * 

* *' He who takes the devil in his boat must row across 
the sound.” — O ld Proverb. 



prophetic PlCTUrtES ~ •> 

To Devil’s Ground he rowed, a sulphurous 
coast ; 

“ Alight,” said then the Knight, t>s here 
we dwell.” 

<<Nay, Dark Knight, nay. though here my 

boat hath crossed, 

u ...1” “Thou rowest 
I asked thee not aboard. 


well ; 

Who ships the dewl is not always lost. 

But lost is ho who rows him homo to Holl. 


V 

pkomecy of the secoed picture 
(T il. /•'“ TJi. li*” "«* 

CnooE Rowt»o foood s Damsel on the 
Plain, 

Her daffodil crown lit all her shining head ; 



if n t'l nc r:cr:// r^, 

Ur l-'ti r>i ! i,:u5 Shr.> ir'i 


st.rj 


}!-*“ h'-nstr' .-j', •r.’.ij'y':" svrir.' 2, 


''v.n 


tzir\, 

Bist i%hr!{ t::.-,.!:; love :i 

cf. ;>!>!, 

Fie ‘4r'.v hr; !>j the : the;), .'K hr 
\'ciicr'; of r.-tj{5! «n<i Jitr .’ind onr.tn ‘'r.M, 


» 'Hjc 


j:!.*.!!! vr.m ‘IVirth : Gu.i h.'d'* you meet 


aur.sn." 


itcuvren thr devil r-nd r. wild, deep ?ca 
Hc niei a foe more s-o!jJ-c«:npetlinp s-tif! ; 

A leathered Kitatcc the inortPtcr sccincri to be. 
And wore n wreath o' the yellow daffodil, 
riien spalte tlic devil : " Rowland, fly to me: 
When nmrdcR-d Truth returns she comes to 


kill.” 
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PROPHECY OP THE THIRH PICTURE 

{Thf Uf;ktjnlh Ihrotish Vt-t n'l"" 

camJ “'n. Eoy Sn.r. yuC 

CW.W. 

,vaum^. cr. Ckn!t«’as.:vi. for ^ 

./ Ro5«.Arn-/.' « « 

Tftr Lover rmUahudihi dcsml‘>ve verses 0,. 

frame.) 

"While Nighl'j^ dark horses waited for the 
wind, 

. He Sl00d-h= to-where Sunset's fiery 
glaives 

Flickered behind the clouds ; then, o er the 
waves. 

He came to them, Faith's remnant sorrotv- 
thinned. 

The Paynim sailors clustering, tawny-skinned, 
•Cried, ‘Who, is he that comes to Christian 

slaves ? 

Nor water-sprite nor jinni of sunset caves, 



*1 / /. 'f; Hi it. ; H. } Vh u 

Cs54s:!it; f h f-torucJ *hc 

t-«an5, 

[’■isninij; Uit ^'irau'! CV,rt>.f v.'.'th nr-y 
f.ookr. twi^iioir. c'tv'.vfi cn !;-.e tj'.d 
df«iT;f-~ 

Kut — Frcc-if'j.';'':. year o'er Venice staiic-f 
Rcvv-buni I 



WHAT THE SILENT VOICES SAID 

A SONNET SEQUENCE 

I 

IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY 

“As the procession wound through the vast 
fane, bars and curiously formed flal-es of golden 
light would, every now and then, break through 
the gloomy atmosphere and play along the tops 
of the arches and the root” 

" Love is the spirit’s life and withers never : 

We twain shall meet again on some bright 
shore 1 ” 

So spake my heart, but still within its core 

Whisper’d that foe who mocks the soul’s en- 
deavour : 

" The veiy greatness of the man shall sever 

o 



Tiirt-.jirh ivc!! I S; ilit voi'-f w.-t*! t'ov.'sni 

I{ tnnrr«i (hr lolcinn f:!5s<.ic t" r;?nc ears, 

'FtlJ, wiiddcn, tF*; v;';'Ot!r'Cart:iiri 

Veiling tjic rfwf, fuitlcrr-t! fl'ikc of ligii? • 

A goUlcn Is.ijk! i: I'cvtnc-I : I !''3'iv it pi**y 
Along the roof — along she " I-nntcm'fi " Iieighl- 

n 

THE GOUDEN* IIA^^D 

Was it a sign from those, forgot Fame, 
Who built the minster — built b}’ tliat same 
spell 



THE SILENT VOICES 
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Which bids the honey-bee fit cell to cell — 

WIio shaped in joy until dead stone became 

A thing of life — who worked with poet’s aim 

When seized by song to make what shall 
compel 

The maker’s own fierce heart to say " ’Tis 
well 

Careless for other praise, for other blame ? 

For I recalled how scarce three years before 

I followed Browning down the sacred floor, 

When minster-spirits seemed to haunt the 
fane : — 

Heroes of song and those whose blood was 
spilt 

For England and those nameless ones who 
built 

Our temple seemed to join the funeral 
train. 



thh fiojjt)’'?; 


"That irt-d'oriL*:;* 1 '.afti, '* 

I’layj'nf; nlo;*^ iIjc nwf {« unrest 
A»i if in \ve!<n)rafc of tf;i< royai - 

is fron! tlso^e tvho built thc?^ srebK 
o!<ien ?" 

Bm K’. I 5poS.'e it chaoRwl : a rcrol! unfolden 
SJ’.Ofic with the rnnfcterV. worth that oft hod 
hlc'ift'tl 

My hc.Trt in youth when, dark and soreb’ 
press'd. 

It yearned for ligiu to strengthen and em- 
bolden. 

I read the words that helped roe when a boy 
Roaming with book in hand the Ouse’s side: 
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1 drew again, from founts that cannot cloy, 
Draughts of immortal song, till Faith defied 
Fear’s hissing head, and poetry and joy 
And youth returned, and grief was quelled 
by pride. 


IV 

THE MINSTER SPIRITS 

“Behold, ye builders, demigods who made 
England’s Walhalla, ye who haunt this pile 
Of living stone ! behold us here defile 
Behind this pall, winding through light and 
shade 

Of arch and pillar, where such bones are laid 
As Time can only breed in one loved isle — 
'Tis Tennyson we bring : he was erewhile 
Our king,” I said; "we loved him undis- 
mayed ! ” 



TUK r-tuisi vowt’S 

Sorrov.* fit's! ; for Jt'O' 

Mfsde Life i«ra Denth— ns.tdc IXsiii .cot 
L ifeV- ov,n life— - 

And more ms'J more the niigit'3' 
rife 

With spirits iT!iglit 3 '. Yet mine r_vcs pren' dim 
For tier nlio watch’d at Aldvrorth, that dear 
wife 

He loved so well, wlicn rose licr loving Iiynin. 


V 

THE SILENT VOICES 

SwrxT was the sweet wife’s music, and 
consoling : 

The past relumed : I heard the master’s talk, 
That many a time in many a happ3’ walk 
I heard wlien through the whin of Aldworth 
strolling, 
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Or on the cliffs of Wight with billows rolling 
Below the jaggy walls of gleaming chalk : 
Again I saw him stay his giant-stalk 
To watch the foamy-crested breakers shoaling. 

And when the music ceased and pictures fled 
I walked as in a dream around the grave, 
And looked adown and saw the flowers out- 
spread, 

And spirit-voices spake from aisle and nave : — 
“ To follow him be true, be pure, be brave ; 
Thou needest not his lyre,” the voices said. 

VI 

N 

WHA-T THE VOICES SAID 

" Beyond the sun, beyond tlie furthest star. 
Shines still the land which poets still may win 
Whose poems are their lives — whose souls 


within 



rjii: siurs'T micrs 


£ se- 
llout itiftHftbt in tlrod snvc Art's li'# 
co!;‘jckjicc-t>."!r — 

Who have for rmine a nsaiden free from swr 
Who know how beauty dici, at touch of 
siti— 

Wlio love mankind, yet, having gods for kiu, 
lireatljc rephyrs, in the street, from climes 
afar. 


Heedless of phantom Fame — hcctilcss of all 
Save pity and love to light the life of 
Man — 

True poets work, winning a sunnier span 
For Nature’s martyr — Night's ancestral thrall : 
True poets work, yet listen for the call 

Bidding them join their country and their 
dan.” 


October 1892 


COLERIDGE 


I SEE thee pine like her in golden 
Who, in her prioon. ’'““o nn<J 


day, 

The gates thrown open- 
play, 

With only a web ’tween 


.—saw the sunbeams 
her and summers 


glory ; 

Who, when th,. web— 

„ hrot. before her hreaUr-hed f.lien 


away, 


• saw other webs and others rise for aye 

Which kept her prisoned till her hair was 


hoary. 



Cf>Lnums: 


Tlso'f f-oiH:-; that vet v.-ere nff 

divine- - 

That v.'o5:c leomancc, the queen, to rcign 
rifrc'di — 

Untl been hut prcitule'; from that lyre of thine, 

Could thy rare spirit's wings have pierced 
the mesh 

Span by the wizard who compels the flesh, 
But lets the iK)cl see how heav’n can shine. 



CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 
the, two christmastides 


On Winter’ 


Ws T,’oor, "hid, s»rccly secn,s 

veil, 


01 


snow, 

But tongs _ 

O’er teadstone, monumsto e”” 

rail, 

Tto New Yeufs sun stoos gulden— s to 

throw 

Upon her coffin-flowers a greeting glow 

From lands she loved to think on-seems to 


trail 


Grail 


Love’s holy radiance from the veiT 

O’er those white Oowef before they .tot below. 



rr^ <.V////5.ir/,V.< nOSSl'Tn 

K shst a “sputt Of biid ?'rho54; rudder, fong 
From 'Wilder r,unlit tree {)e*.ide tltc Jjnive 
Rc''aI 1". a rofjin'.H tvnrbic, kv.cci yci stronfp 
UjX)n K !.iv, n l>c!oved of v/snd and 
RccalF. licr “Oiristmss Robin,'’ rudd}, 
bmve, 

Winning tiic crumbs she throws where blade- 
birds tlirong ? 


II 

In Christmastidc of licavcn docs s/tr recall 
Those liappy days witli Gabriel by the 
sea, 

Who gathered round him tliosc he loved, 
when she 

“Must coax the birds to join the festival,” 

And said, » The sea-sweet winds arc musical 
With carols from the billows singing free 
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CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 

Around .he groyne, 

tree j 

. c of the Channel’s nsc and 
Seems conscious of tn 

fall”? 

The eoffln lower., and I can see her now- 

Seedre loved hlndred ..ending 

. “e I saw .h- 
As once 1 

bough— , 

And her, .ha. dearer one, who sane . 

;th:.oor™o.her...oveourChn..n.a.- 

' And Glt'r.nn-”'" P““ “f”" 



TO A SLEEPKR AT ROME 


t’w Uy riVtu.-I nf ths 

Atn'tj-'.m tsr.T.t'.-i-iI t.y't ID the jv>*l Jtota is 
IUrsy.:i-A i I’.uhh Chare!!, July to, 

gntdcjis, brifjht with limbs of gods at 


■■niose bowers v/Iiosc Hotvcrs are fruits, 
Hesperian sweets 

Tliat light with heaven the soul of him who 


eats. 


And lend Jtis veins Olympian blood of day- 

Were only lent, and, since thou couldst not 
stay, 


Better to die than 


wake in sorrow, Keats, 
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Wliere even the Siren's song no longer 
cheats — 

Where Love’s long “Street of Tombs” still 
lengthens grey. 

Better to nestle there in anns of Flora. 

Ere Youth — the king of Earth and Beauty's 
heir, 

Drinking such breath in meadows of Aurora 
As bards of morning drank, Aigcan air — 

Wake in old age’s caverns of Ellora, 

Carven with visions dead and sights that 


were 1 



IN A GRAVEYARD 


OLIVF,K MADOX DnOM'X 
XovKvr,*:!! i;, 187^ 

FAUCWKi.t, to tlicc, and to our dreams fare- 
well — 

Dreams of liigh deeds and golden da3'S of 
thine, 

Where once again should Art’s twdn powers 
combine — 

The painters wizard-wand, the poet’s spelU 

Tliough Death strikes free, careless of Heaven 
and Hell — 

Careless of Man, of Love’s most lovely' shrine; 

Yet must Man speak— must ask of Heaven a 
sign 

That this wild world is God’s, and all is well. 



IN A GRAVEYANt) 225 

Last^night wc mourned thee, cursing eyeless 
Death, 

Who, sparing sons of Baal and Ashtoreth, 

Must needs slay thee, with all the world to 
slay; 

But round this grave the winds of winter say : 

"On earth what hath the poet? An alien 
breath. 

Night holds the keys that ope the doors of 
Day.” 


p 



TWO LiriTEUS TO A FRIEND 


Lj-rrm I. 

A.FTER THE WEDDING 

BRicirr-nnowr.n as Summer's self, who daspt 
the land, 

With c^'es like English skies, where seemed 
to play 

Deep azure dreams behind the tender grey. 
All light and love, she moved : I see her stand 
Beneath that tree ; 1 sec the happy band 

Of bridesmaids on the lawn where blossoms 
sway 

In light so rare, it seems as if the day 
Glowed conscious of tlie future’s rosy 
strand. 
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O Friend, if sun and wind and flowers and 
birds, 

In language deeper drawn than human words. 
From deeper founts than Time shall e’er 
destroy. 

All spoke to thee in Summer’s rich caress, 
Even so my heart, though wordless too, 
could bless ; 

It could but feel a joy to know thy joy. 


Letter II. 

AFTER DEATH’S MOCICERY 
When death from out the dark, by one blind 
blow, 

Strikes down Love’s heart of hearts — severs 
a life— 

Cleaves it in twain as by a sudden knife. 
Leaving the dreadful Present, dumb with woe. 



riro Lcrrr.ns ro a pntaw 
Mockcfi t)y n P.T-.t, xvlio'^c nttnl>ov,'-rkic=i agioT-* 
O'cntreh Love's lK>wcn,, where nil hisllowcrs 
seem rife 

111 bloom of one sweet loving girl and rvife — 
Then Friendship’s voice must whioixtr, whisper 
low. 

Tliough well I know *tis thou who dost inherit 
Heroic blood and faith that lends the spirit 
Strength known to souls like thine, of noblest 
.strain, 

Comfort I dare not profler. What relief 
Shall Friendship proffer Love in such wild 
grief? 

I can but suffer pain to know thy pain : 

I can but suffer pain ; and y’ct to me 

Returns that day whose light seemed heavenly 
light. 
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^VllOse breath seemed incense rising to unite 
That lawn — where every flower and bird and 
bee 

Seemed loving her who shone beneath that 
tree — 

With lawns far off, whose flowers of higher 
delight, 

Beyond Death’s icy' peaks and fens of night, 
Bloomed 'neath a heaven her eyes, not ours, 
could sec. 

Brother, did Nature mock us with that gloiy 
Which seemed to prophesy Love’s rounded 
story ? 

Or was it that sweet Summer’s fond device 
To show thee who shall stand on Eden slopes. 
Where bloom the broken buds of earthly 
hopes — 

Stand waiting ’neath a tree of Paradise ? 



ANCESTRAL MEMORY 


TIIK nF.AF AKD DUMB SON Of CUCT.SUS 
Hr ESB' tljcir. sjKan, wlio scnlctl the p.arnpct; 

Tlicn — pouring, glittering, with a torrents 
force, 

Tlirough battered gates — the spears 1 With- 
out remorse 

He struck, he slew, round Croesus sore beset 
He heard not Slaughter’s din, but felt her 
sweat 

And smelt her breath where many a bloody 
corse, 

Trampled by Persian camel, Lydian horse. 
Showed how at Sardis Fate and Croesus met. 
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But when he saw his father down at last — 
Down, waiting death at some fierce foeman’s 
stroke — 

Louder the dumb boy shrieked than Winter’s 
blast : 

" Man, kill not Croesus ! ” 

’Twas the Race that spoke : 
The blood of Lydian Kings within him woke 
Ancestral memory — woke the sceptred Past. 



-APOLLO IK PARIS 


TO TUr Hi! NCfJ ACAOJ.'JtV ON Tfti: rixcTios 

OJ il, ]. U. £)E 

I 

Si'iRfs, mofs, r.tid towers gleam in the sunset s 
glow 

Till Paris bums Hl:c some old poct-totrn 
That draws Apollo’s radiant presence down 

By music mounting from his sons below : 

Methinks he greets j-ou, fearless men who know 
His sons and guard them, lest their sire’s 
renowTi 

Be dimmed when bastard fingers elutcli the 
crown 

Of him, our Lord of light and lyre and bow. 
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As when he scared the hordes who sacked old 
Rome 

Tliat day he soared above his temple-dome 
Wlien gods were fleeing the voices of the 
Vandals, 

I see him now whose song keeps heaven 
immortal ; 

I see him now : he shines above your portal, 
Pheebus from golden curls to golden 
sandals ! 


11 

With limbs of light I see the song-god stand 
Flushing your roof ! He knows your hands 
are strong 

Against his foes, the brazen-throated throng, 
Whose breath is blight to beauty in every 
land ; 



Al’CLLO /.V r//.75 


" Fot*? of my foc!/' rahli he, " v/Ijo drire w!h- 
fitnnd 

'Die great coame voice that works my 
childrcti wrong, 

Yc crown HCrc'dia with the crown of song 
Heedless of all rave Art’s divine command I 

He sings the pa«t — the beauty that hath been: 

I love him, I — rcnicmbcring those bright 
days 

Before the world grew grey of Vandal haze, 
\Vlicn gods might mix with men of godlike 
mien 

And maids with lovesome eyes of mortal 
sheen, 

Sweet goddesses of earth with Woman’s 
ways : 



APOLLO IN PARIS 

111 

I love the song-born poet, for that he 

Loves only so„B-s»ks for love's sate alone 

Shy Poesie, vrhose dearest botvers, nntaotvn 
To feudaries of Fame, are known to me.” 

Sosaiththegod,intoneswhiehseemtobe 
That music of the sunset nchty blow 

frftTTi liis 

When sinks the sun-god from 
throne 

Within the burnished bosom of the sea. 

He soars away, a star m rosy air , 

But seel the memory of his presence there 

. Lives Where be stood. Yea, tbougb a bod 

hath fled, 

' Leaving a fading memory scarce beh«2 

A me god's very shadow glimmers g 

r vit than mortal brows can 
With lovelier light than 

shed. 



/.V tKn.tr, 




rwov. 

'Hjc nn^n what KaSiirc, dreaming, saith, 

But Mill hi«; Bride if. An — that ftarr}' 
wife 

From shore*; where music ol the gods is 
rife. 

She teaches him the Etmin that conquereSh, 

WHiethcr he touch the I^tc, or breathe his 
brcatli 

Through flute of Phccbu.s or through Pan’s 
wild fife — 

Whether of Man he sings or Nature’s life. 

Or shining sward bej'ond the dj-kes of deatij. 

Yet, though he asks but this, the Bride’s 
acclaim — 

Tliough not Fame's trumpet nor the wreath of 
Fame 



Can give 


APOLLO JN ^ 

U.» bridegroom joy 'Vho®' Bride 


Art— 

He grieves -when 


bastard-brows are 


crowned 


with flowerSj 
And Helicon grows 
Remembering Poesie 


noisier than a mart 
■within her bowers. 



AT IHT. TIIflvrRE FRAN^AIS 

o.'i TJic fo.vnv.t., AiTrK rim' YLStis, or '^U"- 
tioi .VAJrfsr.” 

Ko'.Twrsa 21, >J®2 

Foirr or pity ami Fcotirpc of rccptred crirac — 
Titan of lijjlit, vWth scarce tJic f.'ods for 
peers — 

What tlioujjhts come to thee through the 
mist of years, 

riicrc sitting calm, master of Fate and Time ? 

Homage from cverj’ tongue, from evciy 
clime. 

In place of gibes, fills noiv thy satiate ears. 

Mine own heart swells, mine eyelids prick 
with tears 



AT THE THJiATRB FRANQAISE ^39 
In very pride of thee, old man sublime ! 

And thou, the mother who bore him, beauteous 
France, 

Round whose fair limbs what web of sorrow 
is spun ! — 

I see thee lift thy tear-stained countenance — 
Victress by many a victory he hath won ; 

I hear thy voice o'er winds of Fate and Chance 
Say to the conquered world : “ Behold my 
son I ” 



TO MADA?.{n CARKOT* 


At Dijo!! fjJttrrscd on that hn'glit coui: 

tfuniicc — 

Ilhttncd by Jove of thee aiu! love of those 
Wlio f.pmiig from tlicc—tcars bom of 
coming vvocs. 

Tlic and {trophctic Spirit of joyous France 
Wept too, mctliinfcs, to see Iicr son advance 


When the l‘f«Wcnt rc.nciie.J Dijon he had the 
l.appine.5 to find awaiting him on the railveny platfona 
hl 3 son, tile Ueutenant. and Jus daughter and son-in-law, 
with their little daughter, a sweet child of four. The 
godfather took her into his carriage, and embraced her 
a eclioantcl>, and raid how znach more picosant it ^TOu)d 
^ to get out and stay at Dijon with her titan to go on to 
Lyons Ills ejes CUed arith tears as he gave her the 
parting kiss, and handed her to her father. ••-Dailv News, 
June 25, 1894. 
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To death ; and when he kissed the child 
there rose 

That sight the Future’s mirror sometimes 
shows, 

The mother-land in grip of Fate or Chance. 

" Daughter,” saith France to thee, " this day of 
sorrow 

Wins for his threatened land a sunnier 
morrow : 

His was the death could save me — not 
another : 

For me thy dear one robbed thee of his life — 

For me fought, bosom bare — yea, met the knife 

Hell whetted for the bosom of his Mother.” 


0 



THE LAST WALK FRO.’^f BOAR’S lUtL 


TO A. C. S 

1 

Onk nftcr one they ^ ; nntl glndc ond heath, 
Where once v.c walked v/itli them, and 
garden-bowers 

Tlicy made so dear, arc haunted by the 
hours 

Once musical of those who sleep beneath ; 

One after one does Sorrow’s cvciy' wreath 
Bind closer you and me avith funeral flowers, 
And Love and Memory from each loss of 
ours 

Forge conquering glaives to quell the conqueror 
Death. 



WALK FROM BOAR’S HILL 


m 


Since Love and Memory now refuse to yield 
The friend with whom we walk through mead 
and field 

To-day as on that day when last we parted, 
Can he be dead, indeed, whatever seem ? 

Love shapes a presence out of Memory’s 
dream, 

A living presence, Jowett golden-hearted. 


II 

Can he be dead ? We walk through floweiy 
ways 

From Boar's Hill down to Oxford, fain to 
know 

What pugget-gold, in drift of Time's long 
flow. 

The Bodleian mine hath stored from richer 
days; 



}'4< sn-fA.'r i po.ir..7 iu:t 

A*-, ci.'j diSt r;urr!, *'•’>» fp-iril-ng 


Hair s«. ►.j:E:*>hsfjr, 


v.iihe a'5 lacwsl- 


♦'no IV, 

S'.ni s.'.U.*. of PJn.to v/hik- :!ie <-fcn«: {ic!*r/ 
I5rt‘.'J;}i throajj'h fliC veil of sur.liS 

hayc. 


Can lie be dead? lie shares our hoiTic*.^!’*^ 
walk, 

And by the river yoEi arrest the talk 
To see the sun transfigure ere lie sets 
71ie boatmen's children shining in the Viherry 
And on the floating bridge the ply-ropC 
wets, 

Making the clumsy craft an angel’s feny. 
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III 

Tlie river crossed, we walk 'neath glowing 
skies 

Through grass where cattle feed or stand 
and stare 

With burnished coats, glassing the coloured 
air — 

Fading as colour after colour dies • 

We pass the copse; we round the leafy 
rise — 

Start many a coney and partridge, hern and 
hare; 

We win the scholar's nest — his simple fare 

Made royal-rich by welcome in his eyes. 

Can he be dead ? His heart was drawn to 
you. 

Ah 1 well that kindred heart within him 
knew 



=50 f/JTj: riioH s.Ottrs mu. 

Tlic- p'<i’n lie,',!: nf j'/^d tSist ^ives she sj^eiU 
Can he he t'cad ? Yosir hears l/einj’ drasm to 
ium, 

lior/ rtiall cv'n Death innS;e tisat dear preterite 
dins 

For you svho lo'.cd him — us v.'ho loved him 
v.'dl ? 



THE OCTOPUS OF THE GOLDEN 
ISLES 


'•What 1 Will they even strike at mt ? " 

Round many an Isle of Song, in seas serene, 
With many a swimmer strove the poet-boy, 
Yet strove in love: their strength, I say, 
was joy 

To him, my friend — dear, friend of godlike 
mien I 

But soon he felt beneath the billowy green 
A monster moving — moving to destroy : 
Limb after limb became the tortured toy. 

Of coils that clung and lips that stung 


unseen. 



Tui: Qcrcirv$ 


" AtiJ dirt*/ (f'icat ilriKt r.”'« iiir?*' Slie dP.’unmcf 

A% ro^e r.bovc tlic w-avcf. the rlcscliy eye?, 
Ann", ficchcvl nitJi inoiulm that khsed in 
hclJi'h '.virc, 

Qui’.-cn'n;; in hntc nroim<J a hatefal head. — 

I saw him fifjht o!d Envy's sorceries: 

I .S.1W him sink : tfic roan I loved is dead I 



LOVE HOLDS OF HEAVEN IN FEE 

, at a funeral 

I 

the slope Death’s pageant 
These tears, as down tue siup 

wends- — 

These tears, tehenee come .hey-tca« 
cannot smother ? 

Is it for thee they note, W brother's brother 

Is it for him they now, or these dear MeodsI 

My thought, are far away where water ben s 

Arouad a gra.ge-».y 
that other 

‘ , ere thou couldst babble 

Who held thee-yea, eretno 
“ Mother,” 

Who holds thee s.iU by stre.gth that never 


ends. 



• *'’ LOi'li UOIJjS op as A Vf.}! P£K 

Shf- holsJfi thee — ;!ie v.ho, h'Lc tfw iijolncr- 
<!ove, 

Drawn n^-nr hrr nc’^tling*: only to cr.ren't^ 
horc love for thcc, for thcra, boundless, 
fskn c 

All other -.venhh of Wo-iinnV tcndcnic.-;-;, 

1'* not their dower alone: its boon can bless 
All eyes which fee that inothcr's eyes of love. 


II 

She holds thee still: Ix)vc holds of heaven in 
fee: 

Still lives that face where Nature seemed to 
WTite 

Life’s twin-ancestral story in mingled light 
On lips whose smile was here of love or glee, 

In eyes whose pictures from the blue-grey sea, 
Radiant of laughters, radiant in despite 



J.O.-E HOLDS OP miVPP 'X XXP «' 
Orstodo,vy bars tram dark as nigh., 

Scmcd like a sailor's memory haunting thee. 


She holds thee still , Death dares not dim that 
face 

Rich with the mnes or each historieraee. 

Where, like the message of an olden scro 
Deep-glimmering in a priceless palimpsest. 
The language ot the past seemed half-espres 

Beneath the scripture, of a new-lit annh 



T/IE WOOD-IIaUKTER'S DREASf 

Tm: ^vi!d tl.ing. Jovcd ,„c, bwt a wood-5pritc 

.‘•aid ; 

''Though mc.ads arc sweet v/Jicn flowen; at 
niom uncurJ, 

Aod woods arc sweet with nightingale and 
tncrJc, 

Where arc the dreams that flush’d thy childish 
bed? 

■n-c Spirit or the Rainbo,... thou 

I ™so, I fouud ^ mi„^„och-d 

girl 

Wliose eyes of azure and limbs like 


pearl 


roseate 


Coloured the ™-„ubovo her soWoohe.4 
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But when I stood by that sweet vision’s side 

I saw no more the Rainbow’s lovely stains ; 

To her by whom the glowing heavens were 
dyed 

The sun show'ed naught but dripping woods 
and plains : 

“ God gives the world the Rainbow, her the 
rains," 

The wood-sprite laugh'd, “ our seeker hnds a 
bride." 



M I DSI 1 n‘M AN I, AN YON 


•* I-scycn r'-fiii'tl 50 ite 

A:Srairai ar*! Tj«k:', jx'-r yo, 

OiiK tears are tears of pride vrlto sec thec 
stand, 

Watching the great bows dip, the stern 
uproar, 

Beside tiiy chief, whose hope was still to 
steer, 

Tlioiigh Fate had said, “ Ye shall not win tlie 
land ! ” 

What joy was thine to answer each command 
From him calamity had made more dear, 

Save that which bade thee part when Death 
drew near, 

Till Trj'on sank with Lanyon at his hand I 
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. Death only and doom are sure they come, 
they rend, 

But still the fight tve malce can crown us 
great : 

Life hath no joy like his who fights with 
Fate- 

Shoulder to shoulder wth a stricken friend: 

Proud are our tears for thee, most fortunate, 
Whose day, so brief, had such heroic end. 



A Rc?4IK/SCENCE OF 7UE OPEX-AIR 

*■ 

VLAYS ' 


TO I'lnanoT m ix>ve 

Tin; CLOWN wuosr. Kissra Tun.vm a ckoke 
TO A lAtRY-^vrTJi 

What dost thou hcrc,in Love’s cndiantcd wood, 
Pierrot, who once wert safe as clown and 
thief — 

Held safe b3' love of fun and wine and food— 
I-rom licr who follows love of Woman, 
Grief — 


■■r!r perfonnance of Rmville’s 

carl oO-P- Lady Archibald Campbell tooJ: the 

thT-Fairv !."^ Annie Schletter the pa-t of 

Faiiy. -“CooMDEMwywj/g, ifiSp, 
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Her who, of old, stalked over Eden-grass 
Behind Love’s baby-feet — whose shadow 
threw 

On every brook, as on a magic glass, 

Prophetic shapes of what should come to pass 
When tears got mixt with Paradisal dew? 

Kisses are loved but for the lips that kiss : 

Thine have restored a princess to her throne. 
Breaking the spell which barred from fairy 
bliss 

A fay and shrank her to a wrinkled crone ; 
But, if thou dreara’st that thou from Pantomime 
^halt clasp an angel of the mystic moon — 
Clasp her on banks of Love's own rose and 
thyme. 

While woodland warblers ring the nuptial- 
chime — 

Bottom to thee were but a meek buffoon. 


R 



tiir oirs’-Afi; 


Wh^f! yntnki hUy. K'jjf lui^^ SoW 
liic v,-Licfi r.*!!::E:5it her in Jn.'Jjfjo (irHp’-e, 
luniinp htr rr.dhni hv)y foul .-.nd oM, 
Wouiilyitid !« ‘.omt };nit;J)J-t*rntnt's virgin 

lip's, 

And v.hcn, through rnr.ny a weary day and 
niglu. 


She, worjdcring who the paladin would he 
Whose kh^ rhould cliann lier from her grievous 
plight, 

Pictured n-many princely heroes bright, 

Dost thou supjwsc she ever pictured thee ? 


'Tis true the mischief of the focman's diarm 
Yielded to thec-to that first fciss of thina 
We saw her tremble— lift a rose-wreath arm, 
Which late, all veined and shrivelled, made 
her pine ; 

We saw her fingers rise and touch her cheek, 



THE OPEN-AIE PLAYS 


259 


As if the morning breeze across the wood, 
Which lately seemed to strike so chill and 
bleak 

Through all the wasted body, bent and weak. 
Were light and music now within her blood. 

'Tis true thy kiss made all her form expand — 
Made all the skin grow smooth and pure as 
pearl. 

Till there she stood, tender, yet tall and 
grand, 

A queen of Fa6ry yet a lovesome girl. 

Within whose eyes — whose wide, new-litten 
eyes— 

New litten by thy kiss’s re-creation — 
Expectant joy that yet was wild surprise 
Made all her flesh like light of summer skies 
When dawn lies dreaming of the mom’s 


carnation. 



T/iV: Oi'S S’.. 


Vhh '.vli-n ;hoij Jhcljav-lfcfrfirthc'^pn 

'*V('j!(n whyi'.e },'np of iier Jiouj b;d 

pintd, 

Lil-c ’'0!w ^.v/ec: bntlrr/Iy tfist hr«5:<; the fdl 
lij iv?i!di iiti purple pinionn }*fept crmflncd, 
Ati<J uhcrj tljou lic.ijd j.t {}jc rtnu'n*; of clfirs Koag' ' 
Her *i!S!crs ranf; from minbotv csn> above 
her — 

Didst tl.'ou suppose that s!,e, though pn<oncd 
long, 

And freed at last by thee from all the tvrong, 
Must for that kiss take Harlequin for lover? 


Hearken, sweet fool I Tlmugh Banv-illc carried 
thee 

To lawns where love and song still share 
the sward 

Beyond the golden river few can see 
And r=„„.uil,l„ gr.,. 
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And though he bade the wings of Passion fan 
Tliy face, till every line grows bright and 
human, 

Feathered thy spirit’s wing for wider span. 

And fired thee with the fire that comes to man 
\^Tien first he pluCks the rose of Nature, 
Woman; 

And though our actress gives thee that sweet 
gaze 

Where spirit and matter mingle in liquid 
blue — 

That face, where pity through the frolic 
plays — 

.That form, whose lines of light Love’s pencil 
drew — 

That voice, whose music seems a new caress 
Whenever passion makes a new transition 

From key to key of joy or quaint distress — 



-'■i Titn ri ays 

Hut! fsi;)!, vihtti, thy fairy’s i'sveJirsc'T. 
l.c.“ 5 vcr. trice aSonc to uiouni LovcV; 

V!*;;oa ; 

Sttl! urt thou Pierrot — rretiftht hut Plcrrct ever ; 
Por lit not thin the very word of Fete ; 

No nioiiAl, clown or hing, thnll e’er disrever 
His pretent };Ioiy from hi'r. jrr.st estate ”? 

^ tt be thou \vh e and dry thoi.c foolirh tears; 
riie clown’s first kiss was needed, not the 
clown, 

By her who, fired by hopes and chilled byfeat^, 
Sought but a kiss like thine for years on years: 
Be wise, I 533-, and wander back to town. 



LECONTE DE LISLE 
Jdly 17. 1S94 

A REMINISCENCE OF THE JUBILEE REVIVAL 
OF "LE ROI S-AMUSE" November 2R. 1882 

Where’er thou art, canst thou forget that ni^ht 
When, after fifty years, the victory came. 
And Hugo— throned above all thrones of 

Fame — 

Watched his own mighty dream uncoil its 
might. 

And thou didst stand with shining locks of white 
And eyes that, answering our proud hearts’ 
acclaim. 

Lost all their arrowy mockeries, and became 
Dim with the tearo that made their lashes 
bright ? 





u:ms‘Ti: ok ufiix 


Isirv.’ifin w?.s thy qiic^.t J Hut twt Jifcc ihlnc 
For eh.*it /;rcat eotil imiet 6t.\r ihy kifidlcc! 
§oul 

Where I.ovc'n liitfli-diO’-cn c/'mntoHa'Jons sWnc 
Of fit.nra unmingittl wth the bvclciis 
Whole " : 

When love hiiih coloured life with huts divine, 
\Vh.it {)Oct seeks Nirvana's hudess goal ? 



TO BRITAIN AND AMERICA 


ON THE DEATH OF JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL. 

Ye twain who long forgot your brotherhood 
And those far fountains whence, through, 
glorious years, 

Your fathers drew, for Freedom’s pioneers. 
Your English speech, your dower of English 
blood — 

Ye ask to-day, in sorrow’s holiest mood. 

When all save love seems film— ye ask m 

tears — 

..How shall wo honour him whose ".me 


endears 

The footprints where belovSd Lowell stood?” 
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Votir h-inth he jointd— tho-e fratriddrti hnndf-, 
Once trc«th!«i|;, cndi, to rdsc a hfotiicds 
tltroat : 

ilou slirill yc hfirjour him wIiotc spirit rtnnds 
Bciv.-ccn you still ?~-Kccp Love's hnglu 
PAih. nfloat, 

I- or l^v, -ell’s sake, ivhcre once ye strove and 
smote 

On waves that must unite, not pan, your 
strands. 



TO MRS. GARFIELD 


ON THE DEATH OF THE PRESIDENT 


Such strength as his, striving in such a stri , 
Will win at last : God gave thy dear one 

all : ! 

A seat above the conOlet, power to call 
Peace Uke a Zephyr, wh«, alarms were rife; 
Home music too, childten and heroine w , 
God gave i then gave Death's writing on the 

wall, 

And on the road the assassin; hade inm 
fall, 

Dcath-stricken at the shining erect of We. 



J'.s TO stns. GAtUnVJ.TJ 

And yet our tears arc stvcct. Cod bade liint 
tantc 

AH idrts of licav’n, lil;c manna raining,' 
dotvn~ 

CioUicd him with Good for Might, tvhosc 
sweet renown 

Touched Ocean's ii'rc to music as it passed t 
Tlicn crowned him thine indeed — giving at last 

Pain suficred well, — thy Garfield's deathless 


crown. 



BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 


JUBILEE GREETING AT SPITHEAD 

TO THE 

MEN OF GREATER BRITAIN 

Crown 8vo, is. net. 


Opinions of the Press. 

** His verses breathe the spirit of fraternity among all 
the peoples of the Empire " — Times. 

“You may count on one hand, and still have fingers to 
spare, those bards on whom the national muse has smiled, 
But Mr. Theodore Watts-Dunton has come out of the 
ordeal as one of the distinguished few. His 'Jubilee 
Greeting ' embodies real patriotism and real poetry.” 

Pall Hall Gazelle. 

"The Jubilee has not gone by without at least one 
poetical commemoration of dignity and merit. 'It has 
genuine emotion and living imagery.” — Bookman. 

" The poem is a noble one .” — Literary World. 

" From first lino to last Mr. Watts-Dunton preserves a 
lofty tone, such as befits his lofty theme.” 

Black and White. 

“His strong, sure style, and the rich colouring he 
employs, are equally admirable ." — Dundee Advertiser. 

" Full of colour, glow, feeling and passion.” 

Daily Mail. 

" A poem in which the expansion of England is cele- 
brated in stanzas of great beauty and power.” 

Yorkshire Herald. 



" spirited and patriotic." — Guardian. 

" Contains some fine patriotic poetry,” — Leeds Mercury. 

" From the accomplished pen of Mr. Theodore Watts- 
Dunton, whose poetical work is destined before long (we 
believe) to receive the widespread appreciation it deserves." 

Globe. 

“This poem is interesting by reason of its daring 
attempt to throw the glamour of poetry upon modern 
ships of war." — Morning Leader. 

" This noble composition ... is necessarily something 
of a battle cry.” — Da:ly News. 

"The great Naval Review has here been made the 
occasion for publishing a patriotic poem of high merit by 
Mr. Watts-Dunton.” — Christian World. 

“Among the many poems written in honour of the 
Longest Reign Celebration, Mr. Theodore Watts-Duntoa’s 
‘ Greeting at Spithead ’ attracts the attention.” 

Morning Post. 

“ Fine verses in an exalted vein of Imperial patriotism." 

St. James’s Gazette. 

“The whole ode is animated by a noble and virile 
spirit." — British Review. 

"A splendid contribution to our treasury of patriotic 
poetry." — Glasgow Herald. 

" One bard, and one only, In England has clothed in 
deathless song the spirit of this stirring period of Imperial 
triumph, Mr. Watts-Dunton is amongst the first makers 
of nineteenth-century verse." — African Critic. 

"Brother craftsmen will appreciate the skill with which 
phrase is built upon phrase and line upon line, each 
stanza being wrought powerfully to a clinching .close. 
Here practically is a now voice in English poetry rvith an 
accent and a message of its own." — Athenaum. 



